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FOREWORD 

PAUL  DEAR, 

This  is  rather  a  special  letter,  for  I  am  going  to 
try  to  tell  you  about  something  that  has  hap 
pened  to  Dad  and  me,  that  has  made  life  so 
wonderfully  happy  and  joyous  that  we  want  you 
to  share  in  it  too. 

It  is  not  easy  to  describe,  Sonny,  for  it  is  one 
of  those  things  like  love  and  honour,  that  one 
KNOWS  what  they  are,  and  yet  it  is  so  difficult 
to  write  a  definition  that  would  make  anyone 
who  didn't  know  understand. 

What  Dad  and  I  have  found  is  the  "Truth," 
and  it  has  made  us  free,  as  Jesus  said  it  would, 
and  that  is  why  we  are  so  happy  now. 

Does  that  sound  a  bit  dull  to  you?  It  won't 
when  you  hear  more  about  it,  for  it  is  just  like 
being  on  a  great  adventure.  But  I  had  better 
begin  at  the  beginning  and  tell  you  all  about  it. 

You  know  Dad  and  I  have  always  tried  to  live 
the  Christian  life;  we  went  to  church,  and  read 
the  Bible,  and  I  taught  you  how  to  pray,  but  we 
were  often  worried  and  troubled  over  things;  it 
seemed  almost  impossible  not  to  be  so,  although 
our  Master  told  us  not  to  be  anxious;  and  then, 
about  a  year  ago,  a  friend  gave  me  a  little  magazine 
called  the  " Science  of  Thought  Review,"  and  I 
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found  that  the  editor,  Mr.  Hamblin,  had  dis 
covered  a  wonderful  secret  that  would  transform 
life.  It  is  in  the  Bible,  but  I  hadn't  understood  it 
before;  I  only  saw  it  dimly,  but  I  determined  to 
seek  until  I  found.  Dad  was  in  the  adventure 
with  me,  and  together  we  studied  the  books  and 
lessons  that  God's  servant,  Mr.  Hamblin,  sent  us, 
in  which  he  explained  very  simply  how  we  could 
find  the  "Truth." 

We  not  only  read,  but  we  put  into  practice 
what  he  told  us  to  do ;  it  was  just  as  if  he  were 
leading  us  up  a  mountain  path  along  which  he 
had  been  before,  and  so  he  knew  the  way. 

Every  step  has  made  life  so  much  more 
wonderful  and  full  of  happiness,  and  God  is  SO 
near  to  us.  We  loved  Him  before  in  a  way,  but  it 
was  rather  like  the  way  in  which  you  love  King 
George;  you  like  joining  in  the  National  Anthem 
and  catching  a  glimpse  of  him  when  you  get  the 
chance,  but  he  doesn't  seem  very  close  to  you. 
But,  supposing  he  sent  you  an  invitation  to  go  to 
Buckingham  Palace,  and  said  that  you  were  to 
be  to  him  like  a  son,  and  you  were  to  have  all  the 
privileges  of  sonship,  you  would  have  a  very 
different  kind  of  love  for  him,  wouldn't  you? 
And  how  happy  you  would  be ! 

Well,  Sonny,  that's  how  it  is  with  Dad  and  me 
now,  and  we  want  it  to  be  the  same  with  you. 
How  I  wish  that  I  had  begun  to  know  what  I 
have  learnt  during  the  last  year  when  I  was  your 
age;  that  is  why  I  am  so  anxious  for  my  boy  to 
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enter  on  the  Great  Adventure  now,  so  that  he 
may  make  the  very  most  of  his  life. 

Religion  is  not  dull,  Paul,  and  those  who  think 
it  is  don't  know  TRUE  religion:  it  gives  colour 
and  movement,  joy  and  peace  and  purpose  to  life, 
and  enables  us  to  be  our  best  for  God. 

So  that  is  how  Dad  and  I  started  on  the  Great 
Adventure,  and  I  thought  I  would  write  you  a 
little  extra  letter  every  week,  if  you  would  like  me 
to  (so  that  you  would  get  it  on  Saturday  with  my 
weekly  letter  to  you,  and  then  you  can  read  it  on 
Sunday),  which  will  show  you  the  way  into 
"Truth"  a  step  at  a  time. 

Your  loving 

MUM. 
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HERE  we  are,  Paul,  ready  to  set  out  on  the  Great 
Adventure,  but  you  have  already  made  a  begin 
ning,  for  when,  in  answer  to  my  letter,  you  wrote 
me:  "I  am  one  with  you  and  Dad  on  the  Great 
Adventure;  I'd  like  you  to  send  me  the  special 
letters,  please,  telling  me  the  way,"  that  was  just 
as  if  you  put  your  hand  into  Christ's,  Who  is  "the 
Way,  the  Truth  and  the  Life,"  and  Who  said: 
"No  man  cometh  unto  the  Father  but  by  Me." 
That  reminds  me  of  a  story  I  once  heard  Mr. 
Waterhouse  tell  in  one  of  his  addresses  to  the 
children,  about  a  boy  who  set  out  on  the  Great 
Adventure. 

He  was  eleven — -just  your  age — and  he  had 
your  name,  too,  and  one  day,  as  it  was  a  school 
holiday,  he  set  out  to  climb  a  hill  near  his  home. 
His  mother  had  packed  him  up  sandwiches  and 
apples,  and  some  of  his  favourite  cake,  for  he 
couldn't  get  to  the  top  and  back  in  time  for  dinner. 

It  was  a  stiff  climb,  but  well  worth  it,  he  thought, 
when  he  reached  the  summit  and  saw  the  glorious 
view  that  extended  for  miles.  He  ate  his  lunch, 
and  whether  it  was  because  he  was  very  tired  with 
the  climb,  or  because  it  was  a  hot  day  and  he  had 
had  a  big  lunch,  he  felt  very  drowsy,  and  then, 
just  as  hewas  beginning  to  nod,  he  sawa  tall  man  in 
a  long  grey  robe  coming  round  the  bend  of  the  hill. 
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"Good  afternoon,  my  Boy,"  he  said.  "My 
name  is  Learning,  and  if  you  come  with  me  I 
will  help  you  to  be  clever,  and  teach  you  many 
wonderful  things." 

Paul  looked  at  him  doubtfully.  He  DID  want 
to  know  things  and  be  clever,  of  course,  but  the 
old  chap  looked  very  dull,  he  thought,  and  then 
while  he  was  thinking  about  it  he  heard  a  whistle, 
and  round  the  bend  of  the  hill  came  someone  else, 
a  jolly-looking  youth  in  shorts  and  pull-over  and 
a  marvellous  pair  of  football  boots. 

"Hallo,"  he  said.  "I'm  Sport.  Come  along, 
and  I'll  teach  you  how  to  play  footer  and  cricket, 
and  to  swim,  and  row,  and  climb,  and  all  kinds  of 
sport;  right  kind,  you  know,  doing  things  your 
self,  instead  of  watching  other  people  do  them. 
Coming?" 

The  boy  looked  from  the  old  man  to  the  youth, 
trying  to  make  up  his  mind,  and  then  a  girl  came 
dancing  towards  them,  dressed  in  all  the  colours 
of  the  rainbow,  with  flowers  in  her  hair. 

"Come,  Boy,"  she  said,  "we'll  have  a  lovely 
time  together,  for  I  am  Pleasure;  there  is  so 
much  to  enjoy  in  God's  beautiful  world." 

And  as  the  boy  looked  into  her  bright  eyes  he 
ALMOST  put  his  hand  in  hers — but — hesitated. 
"Oh,  what  WONDERFUL  football  boots  Sport 
had !  How  he  would  like  to  have  a  pair  like  those," 
he  thought,  and  then,  just  at  that  moment,  some 
one  else  came  round  the  bend  of  the  hill,  a  tall 
man  in  a  white  robe,  who  had  the  very  kindest 
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face  that  the  boy  had  ever  seen,  and  when  he 
smiled  and  held  out  his  hand  saying,  "Come, 
Paul,"  the  boy  didn't  think  twice  about  it,  but 
instantly  put  his  into  the  Man's  strong  one. 

"How  did  you  know  my  name?"  he  asked,  as 
they  went  along  together. 

"He  calleth  His  own  sheep  by  name,"  the  Man 
answered,  "and  you  are  one  of  the  Father's  lambs." 

The  boy  heard  footsteps  coming  along  behind, 
and  looking  back  he  saw  to  his  surprise  that 
Learning,  Sport  and  Pleasure  were  coming  too. 

"They  are  following  us,"  he  said. 

"Yes,  I  want  them  to,  for  they  can  serve  you," 
the  Man  answered;  "but  take  care  that  they  never 
master  you,  for  One  is  your  Master,  even  Christ." 

"Jesus!"  the  boy  cried  in  glad  recognition,  and 
then  he  woke,  but  he  knew  that  in  his  dream  he 
had  put  his  hand  into  that  of  the  Master. 

Paul  dear,  Mr.  Hamblin  says  that  spoken  words 
have  power  to  help  us ;  words  that  we  say  over  to 
ourselves;  and  I  have  proved  that  it  is  so.  I'll 
tell  you  why  it  is  in  another  letter,  but  I  want  you 
to  take  my  word  for  it,  and  every  night  when  you 
get  into  bed  to  say:  "One  is  your  Master,  even 
Christ,"  and  then  another  little  sentence:  "I 
thank  Thee  for  Thy  wonderful  love,"  and  as  you 
fall  asleep  you  will  almost  see  Christ's  smile  and 
feel  the  pressure  of  His  hand  on  yours. 
Good  night,  my  Boy, 

Your  loving 

MUM. 
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HALLO,  SONNY, 

I'm  sending  you  a  case  to  keep  "The  Great 
Adventure"  talks  in — that  is  why  I  write  them 
on  paper  with  the  little  holes  at  the  side,  so  that 
they  will  fit  in  the  cover  and  you  can  keep  them 
all  together. 

Now  I  want  to  chat  to  you  to-day  about  the 
most  important  thing  in  the  world,  and  that  is 
thought. 

Every  word  before  we  utter  it  has  first  been 
a  thought  in  our  mind,  and  every  action  also  is 
the  expression  of  a  thought.  Because  we  speak 
and  act  quickly  we  don't  realise  that  both  speech 
and  actions  are  ALWAYS  the  outcome  of  our 
thoughts :  if  we  did  we  should  be  more  careful 
about  the  nature  of  them. 

Our  mind  is  divided  into  two  parts — it  is 
just  like  two  little  rooms  inside  us.  The  first 
room  is  called  our  conscious  mind,  and  has  five 
doors  leading  into  it — the  five  senses;  the  other 
mind-room  is  called  the  sub-conscious  mind,  and 
it  has  a  door  leading  into  it  from  the  conscious 
mind:  that  is  its  only  entrance,  and  on  either 
side  of  that  door  stand  two  sentinels,  the  Will  and 
the  Conscience,  to  decide  what  passes  inside. 

It  really  is  VERY  important  what  we  let  pass 
into  our  sub-conscious  mind,  for  it  is  out  of  the 
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material  that  goes  in  there  that  our  lives  are 
shaped — our  conscious  mind  takes  it  and  weaves 
it  into  the  fabric  of  our  lives. 

When  I  was  a  schoolgirl  I  learnt  a  little  rhyme 
which  went  like  this: 

"A  bundle  of  thoughts  makes  an  act, 
A  bundle  of  acts  makes  a  habit, 
A  bundle  of  habits  makes  a  character, 
And  a  character  makes  a  destiny." 

That's  very  true,  Paul,  but  sometimes  it  doesn't 
take  a  BUNDLE  of  thoughts  to  make  an  act — 
one  is  sufficient.  And  so  you  see  how  tremen 
dously  important  thought  is;  it  is  the  most 
powerful  thing  in  the  world.  It  has  been  said 
that  "Ideas  are  mightier  than  fire  or  sword,"  for 
all  thought  materializes;  that  is,  takes  form,  and 
so  you  see  its  enormous  power  for  good  or  evil. 
Slavery  was  abolished  because  the  thought  of 
freedom  for  all  mankind  was  born  in  the  heart 
of  Abraham  Lincoln,  and  the  blind  can  read 
because  a  Frenchman  named  Haiiy  first  thought 
of  it  as  a  possiblity.  Sir  James  Simpson  discovered 
anaesthetics  because  the  thought  came  to  him  to 
try  to  abolish  pain  in  surgery,  and  so  on ;  instances 
could  be  multiplied  without  number  to  show 
how  a  thought  persisted  in  takes  form,  so  we 
need  to  be  very  watchful  of  our  thoughts  that 
flit  in  and  out  of  the  doors  of  Sight  and  Sound, 
Feeling,  Touch  and  Taste,  and  if  they  are  not 
pure  and  strong,  purposeful  and  kind,  to  turn 
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them  out  at  once.  Don't  think  twice  about  it, 
or  while  we  are  hesitating  they  may  slip  past  the 
sentinels  Will  and  Conscience  into  that  inner 
store-room  of  the  mind,  our  sub-conscious  room, 
and  then,  as  I  have  explained  to  you,  they  become 
part  of  the  material  of  which  our  lives  are  made. 

A  mother  was  walking  one  day  with  her  little 
son ;  he  was  just  your  age.  I  don't  know  how  the 
conversation  started,  but  she  began  talking  about 
strong  drink. 

"Oh,  how  I  wish  you  would  never  touch  it," 
she  said.  "It  would  make  me  so  happy,  if  when 
you  are  a  man  you  decide  never  to  have  any 
alcohol." 

"I'll  never  have  any,"  the  boy  responded 
eagerly.  "I'll  promise  you  now." 

"No,  dear,  you're  too  young  to  make  a  promise 
like  that,  but  I  hope  you  will  when  you  are  older." 

She  died  before  he  was  twelve,  but  the  thought 
she  had  given  her  little  son  had  been  safely  stored 
in  his  sub-conscious  mind,  and  has  had  very  far- 
reaching  effects  for  many. 

He  has  lived  most  of  his  life  in  the  East, 
where,  because  of  the  heat,  alcohol  is  especially 
harmful,  and  many  a  man  has  had  the  strength 
to  refuse  it  when  he  has  heard  Colin  Graham's 
cheery  request  for  "Ginger  beer,  please,"  in 
which  to  drink  a  toast. 

An  English  ship  put  into  the  harbour  at 
Yokohama  with  a  very  sick  man  on  board,  who 
was  taken  to  the  British  hospital.  Day  after  day 
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he  lay  there  with  a  terrible  leg  that  would  not 
heal  from  the  burns  caused  by  an  accident  on 
board,  and  at  last  the  doctor  who  was  attending 
him  said  sadly  to  the  Sister:  "I  shall  have  to 
amputate;  I  daren't  wait  any  longer." 

"If  only  we  knew  someone  who  would  give 
his  skin  to  graft  on  the  wound,"  the  Sister  said. 

"Yes,"  said  the  doctor,  "that  is  the  only  chance, 
but  it  would  have  to  be  a  man  who  doesn't  smoke 
or  drink,  or  it  would  be  no  use.  I've  got  it,"  he 
exclaimed.  "I  believe  I  know  the  very  man;  a 
young  fellow  I've  known  since  he  was  a  child." 

And  so  Colin  Graham  had  a  big  piece  of  skin 
taken  from  his  arm,  and  it  was  grafted  on  to  the 
injured  sailor's  leg,  and  because  it  came  from  a 
very  healthy  man,  it  grew  on  to  the  leg,  and  the 
wound  was  healed. 

Of  course,  Colin  had  a  very  bad  arm  for  some 
while,  but  he  made  light  of  the  pain  for  the  joy 
of  making  a  man  whole  once  more. 

And  at  the  back  of  that  unselfish  act  was  a 
thought  that  a  mother  gave  to  her  little  son  years 
before,  that  passed  into  his  sub-conscious  mind 
and  became  part  of  his  life. 

Add  this  to  your  little  bed-time  sentences,  will 
you,  Sonny:  "As  a  man  thinketh  in  his  heart 
so  is  he." 

Your  loving 

MUM. 
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PAUL  DEAR, 

This  chat  is  a  very  important  one,  and  not  very 
easy  to  explain,  but  I'll  put  it  as  clearly  as  I  can, 
so  that  you  may  understand  the  new  step  forward 
in  the  Great  Adventure. 

I  know  you  always  say  your  prayers  at  night  as 
I  taught  you  to  do,  but  this  is  something  for  the 
morning — a  lovely  way  in  which  to  begin  the  day. 

God  tells  us  how  to  do  it,  for  He  says:  "Be 
still  and  know  that  I  am  God."  He  wants  us  to 
hush  the  ceaseless  whirl  of  our  own  thoughts  for 
a  few  minutes  so  that  He  may  speak  to  us. 

And  so,  Sonny,  I'll  tell  you  how  you  can  do 
this,  for  it  will  lead  you  in  time  to  the  goal  of  the 
Great  Adventure. 

Get  up  as  soon  as  the  bell  goes,  and  be  quick 
over  your  bath  and  dressing,  then  you  will  have 
five  to  ten  minutes  to  spare  before  you  go  down 
stairs.  Sit  by  your  bedside.  I'm  glad  you  have  a 
cubicle,  but  if  you  hadn't  you  could  enter  into 
"the  Silence."  Never  mind  other  people  knowing 
that  you  are  on  the  Great  Adventure,  dear,  for 
it  is  the  most  wonderful  thing  in  life.  Sit  quietly 
and  think  of  all  the  things  you  have  to  praise  God 
for,  and  say  "Thank  You"  to  Him  for  them: 
your  good  food  and  clothes,  health  and  games, 
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home  and  school,  and  all  the  good  things  of  life; 
then  take  a  verse  of  the  Bible  or  a  verse  of  a  hymn 
into  your  mind  and  look  up  with  your  eyes  shut. 
You  are  lifting  up  your  heart  to  the  heart  of  God; 
He  will  meet  with  you  and  you  will  feel  His 
nearness. 

You  won't  hear  a  voice  or  see  anything,  but 
the  verse  that  you  have  in  your  mind  will  open 
out  to  you  and  become  clearer.  Supposing  you 
took  as  your  verse:  "The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd." 
As  you  sat  with  those  words  in  your  mind  you 
would  feel  how  GOOD  it  is  to  be  one  of  the 
Shepherd's  lambs,  and  precious  thoughts  about 
Him  will  come  to  you. 

At  first  when  you  try  to  do  this  other  thoughts 
will  come  crowding  in,  because  your  mind  is 
not  trained  to  meditate,  as  this  part  of  the  Great 
Adventure  is  called;  thoughts  of  lessons  and 
games  will  come  flitting  in  at  the  door  of  your 
mind,  but  when  they  do,  just  think  of  your  hymn 
or  Bible  verse,  and  then  there  won't  be  any  room 
for  them,  for  we  cannot  think  of  two  things  at 
once. 

It  is  important  to  take  a  verse  with  us  into  the 
"Silence,"  not  just  to  sit  with  a  blank  mind,  for 
God  speaks  to  us  through  our  thoughts  of  Him, 
for  those  upward  thoughts  come  because  Christ 
is  in  us.  Without  Him  we  couldn't  find  God. 
He  is  in  us  all,  the  "Light  which  lighteth  every 
man  that  cometh  into  the  world."  Many  people 
cover  up  the  Light  that  is  in  them,  so  that  you 
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wouldn't  know  that  it  was  there,  but  the  joy  of 
life  comes  when  the  Light  within  us  grows  and 
enables  us  to  find  God. 

These  are  deep,  deep  truths,  Sonny,  but  if  you 
seek  God  each  day  just  for  a  few  minutes  in 
"The  Silence,"  you  will  come  to  understand 
them.  It  doesn't  want  wisdom  to  understand. 
The  boys  and  girls  in  Jerusalem  sang  praises  and 
strewed  palm  branches  before  the  Christ,  while 
those  who  were  full  of  learning  plotted  to  kill 
Him. 

I'll  tell  you  a  lovely  little  story  that  was  told 
me  by  a  lady  with  whom  I  once  stayed  for  a  few 
days.  It  was  about  her  little  granddaughter,  who 
lived  in  Tasmania,  and  who  was  three  years  old. 
She  had  just  lost  her  father  in  a  motor  accident, 
and  she  couldn't  understand  why  he  didn't  come 
home.  She  looked  into  every  room,  saying:  "I 
want  my  darling  Daddy." 

Then  she  was  told  that  Daddy  wouldn't  come 
home  any  more,  because  he  had  gone  to  Heaven. 
A  few  days  later  her  mother  heard  her  at  the 
'phone.  She  had  climbed  on  to  a  chair,  taken 
down  the  receiver,  and  the  baby  voice  said: 
"Please,  Central,  give  me  Heaven;  I  want  to 
speak  to  my  darling  Daddy,  Frank  Nott." 

I  don't  think  the  Exchange  heard  what  she  was 
saying,  for  she  didn't  know  that  she  must  speak 
into  the  mouthpiece  to  be  heard  at  the  other  end; 
but  what  a  surprise  it  would  have  been  for  them 
to  be  asked  to  connect  on  to  Heaven. 
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God  heard,  and  the  angels,  and  I  wonder  if  the 
Daddy  heard  too?  It  wasn't  any  surprise  to  them, 
for  Christ  said  of  little  ones  like  her:  "Of  such  is 
the  Kingdom  of  Heaven." 

I  think,  Paul,  that  that  little  story  makes  very 
clear  this  step  in  the  Great  Adventure  that  I  have 
been  trying  to  explain  to  you.  You  are  like  the 
receiver  of  the  telephone,  and  when  you  look  up 
and  shut  your  eyes,  and  take  a  verse  into  your 
mind  in  "The  Silence,"  it  is  just  as  if  you  are 
"Calling  God,"  which  is  what  He  tells  His 
children  to  do,  for  He  says:  "Call  upon  Me  and 
I  will  answer  you." 

It  is  impossible  to  have  electric  light  in  our 
home  if  the  house  is  not  wired  for  electricity. 
Neither  can  we  use  the  'phone  if  the  instrument 
is  not  connected  by  wires  to  its  dry  batteries.  And 
so  with  us,  that  Light  which  is  Christ  in  us  is  like 
the  electric  wiring.  Oh,  Paul,  we  are  wonder 
fully  made,  for  we  are  Divinely  wired  for 
Eternity. 

How  foolish  people  would  be  if  they  had  their 
house  wired  for  electric  light,  and  the  'phone 
installed,  and  yet  burned  oil  instead,  and  didn't 
use  the  'phone!  Their  house  would  be  full  of 
light  if  they  would  only  press  the  switch,  and 
they  could  talk  to  their  friends  all  over  the  world 
by  just  lifting  the  receiver.  Very  stupid,  we 
should  call  them,  but  people  who  take  no  notice 
of  the  wonderful  Light  within  them  that  can  fill 
them  with  joy  and  enable  them  to  enter  into  "The 
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Silence"  and  listen-in  to  God  are  far  more  foolish, 
for  they  are  missing  the  best  that  God  can  give 
them. 

And  now  a  bedtime  verse  that  I  am  very  fond 
of;   it  was  written  by  Tennyson : 

"Speak  to  Him,  thou,  for  He  hearest, 
And  spirit  with  Spirit  can  meet. 
Closer  is  He  than  breathing, 
Nearer  than  hands  and  feet." 

Yes,  the  spirit  of  my  little  Paul  can  meet  the 
Spirit  of  the  great  God  whose  Name  is  Love. 

Your  loving 

MUM. 


SIN,  HABITS  AND  OBSTACLES 

PAUL  DEAR, 

All  adventurers  have  their  difficulties  to  meet. 
If  the  way  was  so  easy  that  there  was  no  need  to 
make  any  effort,  they  would  find  it  so  dull  that 
it  wouldn't  be  an  adventure  at  all;  it  is  over 
coming  difficulties  that  gives  zest  to  any  enter 
prise. 

And  it  is  just  the  same  on  the  Great  Adventure; 
it  is  not  all  plain  sailing;  we  have  difficulties  to 
meet,  and  in  this  chat  I  am  going  to  try  and  show 
you  how  to  meet  them. 

We  have  a  marvellous  ideal  to  live  up  to, 
Sonny,  for  we  have  to  try  to  be  like  Jesus,  for 
St.  Paul  said:  "Let  this  mind  be  in  you  which  was 
also  in  Christ  Jesus."  But  until  our  thoughts  are 
as  His  thoughts  we  fall  down  sometimes  on  the 
Great  Adventure,  but  when  we  do  we  mustn't  let 
that  stop  us  from  going  forward ;  we  must  be  up 
and  on  again,  very  sorry  for  our  fall,  very  humble 
because  of  it,  and  more  determined  than  ever  to 
go  forward.  We  must  never  waste  time  on  the 
Great  Adventure  because  of  a  fall,  or  feel  that  it 
is  no  good  going  on.  St.  Paul  said:  "Forgetting 
those  things  which  are  behind,  I  press  toward  the 
mark."  That's  the  way,  Paul — forget  the  falls, 
except  in  so  far  that  they  make  you  more  careful 
in  the  future,  and  press  forward. 
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Pll  tell  you  about  a  little  six-year-old  girl  I 
knew  who  went  to  stay  with  some  grown-up 
cousins.  One  night  one  of  them,  of  whom  she 
felt  rather  shy,  was  putting  her  to  bed.  She  knelt 
at  her  knee  to  say  her  prayers,  and  when  she  came 
to  the  "Amen"  the  cousin  said:  "Is  that  all  your 
prayers?"  and  the  wee  girlie  answered,  "Yes." 

Tucked  up  in  bed,  she  realized  that  it  wasn't 
all  her  prayers,  but  the  other  little  prayer  was 
private,  and  she  didn't  want  the  cousin  to  know 
about  it,  but  she  ought  to  have  explained  that, 
she  argued  to  herself,  not  to  have  said  "Yes"; 
and  the  awful  conviction  seized  her  that  she  had 
told  a  lie.  She  hadn't  meant  to;  it  was  only 
because  she  didn't  quite  know  what  to  say;  but 
there  was  no  getting  away  from  the  fact  that  it 
was  a  lie,  and  a  very  miserable  little  girl  tossed 
about  until  at  last  she  fell  asleep. 

And  during  the  days  that  followed  the  thought 
of  it  troubled  her;  it  was  just  like  a  shadow  that 
clouded  her  happiness.  When  she  went  home  she 
felt  that  she  wanted  to  tell  her  mother  about  it, 
but  it  seemed  so  long  ago,  and  the  opportunity 
didn't  arise,  and  it  was  so  difficult  to  explain,  for 
she  was  only  six. 

She  would  often  forget  all  about  it  during  the 
day,  but  back  the  memory  of  it  would  come  as 
soon  as  Nurse  put  out  the  light  at  night.  It  made 
it  so  much  worse,  she  thought,  that  her  lie  had 
been  about  prayers,  and  it  seemed  to  separate  her 
from  God;  she  couldn't  get  back  to  Him.  And 
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verses  that  came  into  her  mind  that  should  have 
made  her  feel  safe  and  happy,  if  she  had  only 
known  the  meaning  of  them,  made  her  feel  more 
frightened  than  ever.  "Thou  God  seest  me" 
was  a  particularly  frightening  one,  as  she  imagined 
an  angry  God  looking  at  her.  Oh,  if  only  the  poor 
little  lassie  had  known  that  the  Divine  eyes  were 
full  of  love,  and  that  the  Heavenly  Father  longed 
to  take  her  in  His  arms  and  comfort  her  as  Jesus 
did  the  children  when  He  was  on  earth. 

That  thought  of  guilt  sank  deeply  into  the 
child's  sub-conscious  mind,  and  for  five  years  was 
a  source  of  unhappiness.  It  kept  her  awake  at 
night,  so  that  she  grew  thin  and  delicate,  until 
at  last  one  day,  when  she  was  eleven  years  old, 
she  blurted  it  out  to  her  mother  in  a  fit  of  sobbing, 
and  she  comforted  her  and  told  her  not  to  think 
any  more  about  it,  for  God  had  forgiven  her 
long  ago. 

Of  course  He  had;  that  very  first  evening 
when  she  was  sorry  that  she  had  not  been  quite 
truthful  He  had  done  so,  but  because  she  didn't 
know  it  five  years  of  her  childhood  had  been 
spoilt. 

What  we  have  to  do,  Paul,  when  we  sin  is 
instantly  to  ask  God  to  forgive  us,  and  then  rest 
assured  that  He  has  done  so,  as  He  has  promised 
to  do,  and  then  forget  all  about  the  failure  and 
go  forward  with  joy  in  our  hearts  on  the  Great 
Adventure. 

And  another  difficulty  we  may  perhaps  meet  are 
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bad  habits;  they  are  like  chains  that  drag  us  back, 
while  good  habits  are  like  invisible  cords  that 
draw  us  forward. 

ALL  habits,  Paul,  whether  good  or  bad,  are 
the  result  of  thoughts  that  have  passed  into  the 
sub-conscious  mind,  for  it  produces  the  outward 
effect  of  the  thought  in  our  life. 

It  is  no  good  trying  to  get  rid  of  a  bad  habit  by 
fighting  it.  The  more  we  do  that  the  stronger 
the  thought  that  is  the  cause  of  it  becomes,  but 
if  we  put  another  thought  that  is  its  exact  opposite 
in  its  place,  the  old  bad  thought  will  fade  out  of 
our  sub-conscious  mind,  and  the  new  good 
thought  take  its  place  and  become  a  good  habit. 

I'll  tell  you  how  I  proved  that  to  be  true,  Sonny. 
Some  years  ago  I  used  to  find  it  very  difficult  to 
get  up  as  soon  as  I  waked  in  the  morning.  I  was 
never  late  for  breakfast,  but  I  would  have  "just 
five  minutes  more,"  and  sometimes  it  would  be 
ten  or  even  fifteen  minutes.  Then  I  would  get  up 
with  a  miserable  feeling  that  I  had  begun  the  day 
badly,  for  that  extra  time  in  bed  had  done  me  no 
good;  in  fact  it  had  done  me  harm,  for  I  had  done 
more  than  waste  precious  time;  I  had  let  dis- 
harmory  come  into  my  mind,  because  good  and 
bad  thoughts  were  both  striving  for  the  mastery. 
For  conscience  said  "Get  up,"  but  the  wrong 
thought  won  every  time,  and  so  a  bad  habit  was 
formed. 

I  tried  in  lots  of  ways  to  break  myself  of  it,  but 
as  they  were  all  by  fighting  it  I  was  unsuccessful, 
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until  I  tried  the  right  way  of  overcoming,  which 
is  by  putting  an  opposite  thought,  that  will  form 
a  good  habit,  in  its  place.  I  bought  a  little  alarum 
clock,  and  set  it  at  the  time  that  I  wanted  to  get 
up  in  the  morning,  and  as  I  was  getting  into  bed 
at  night  I  said  to  myself:  "I  will  be  out  of  bed  in 
the  morning  before  the  alarum  has  stopped 
ringing/' 

And  I  was;-  and  every  morning  it  was  easier 
than  the  morning  before,  and  now  I  never  want 
to  stay  in  bed  when  the  alarum  goes  off.  I  just 
have  to  get  out  of  bed  before  it  stops  ringing.  The 
old  bad  habit  has  faded  completely  out  and  a  good 
one  been  formed  in  its  place,  and  each,  you  see, 
was  the  result  of  a  thought  that  entered  the  sub 
conscious  mind.  The  first  thought,  that  formed 
the  bad  habit,  was:  "Just  a  few  moments  longer 
in  bed  will  be  very  nice."  The  second  thought, 
that  formed  the  good  habit,  was:  "I'll  be  out  of 
bed  before  the  alarum  stops  ringing;  it  will  be 
fine  to  be  up  nice  and  early." 

You  can  apply  that  method  to  EVERY  habit, 
Sonny.  Don't  bother  about  bad  habits;  break 
their  chains  at  once  by  putting  a  good  one  which 
is  entirely  opposite  to  it  in  its  place,  and  always 
remember  that  each,  both  good  and  bad,  is  formed 
by  thought. 

And  the  third  thing  that  sometimes  hinders  us 
on  the  Great  Adventure  are  obstacles,  but,  unlike 
sins  and  habits,  they  cannot  do  so  unless  we  let 
them ;  in  fact,  if  we  meet  them  in  the  right  way 
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they  can  help  us  in  our  progress.  They  are  the 
difficulties  of  life,  Paul,  and  they  come  to  every 
body,  for  without  them  we  should  be  weak, 
characterless  individuals,  but  if  we  meet  them  in 
the  same  spirit  in  which  you  won  the  obstacle  race 
on  Sports  Day,  full  of  joyful  determination  to 
overcome,  then  you  will  be  able  to  meet  still 
bigger  tests,  for  that  is  what  they  really  are. 

And  here  is  the  secret  of  overcoming  obstacles, 
Sonny.  We  cannot  do  so  in  our  own  strength,  but 
the  Christ  in  us  can  do  it,  and  therefore  when  you 
are  up  against  a  difficulty,  say:  "I  can  do  all  things 
through  Christ  who  strengtheneth  me,'*  and  you 
will  find  that  you  will  be  able  to  do  so. 

Of  course,  the  "all  things"  will  only  be  obstacles 
that  a  boy  can  meet.  God  will  never  let  you  face 
any  that  are  too  big  for  you. 

Bishop  Taylor  Smith  said  that  "difficulties  are 
only  stepping  stones  for  the  feet  of  faith,  and  they 
are  necessary  for  the  development  of  character." 
Think  of  them  like  that,  Paul,  and  they  will  be 
easier  to  cross. 

I  have  such  a  tiny  little  Good-night  verse  for 
you;  it  only  has  four  words,  but  it  is  a  very 
precious  little  sentence:  "Thou  God  seest  me." 

When  you  have  done  wrong,  Paul,  you  will 
never  see  anger  in  those  eyes;  only  such  pity 
and  love  and  forgiveness  that  you  will  just  hate 
to  disappoint  the  loving  Heavenly  Father. 

And  when  you  are  trying  to  overcome  a  bad 
habit  it  will  help  you  to  sit  in  "the  Silence"  and 
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take  this  verse  with  you,  and  God  will  show  you 
how  to  overcome  it,  for  He  will  put  the  good 
thought  that  will  cast  it  out  into  your  mind. 

And  again,  it  is  such  a  help  to  look  into  those 
Divine  eyes  when  we  meet  with  obstacles,  for  we 
shall  see  the  encouragement  in  them,  and  almost 
you  will  hear  His  whisper  to  you:  "Try,  Paul,  in 
My  strength,  and  you'll  succeed."  And  when 
you  are  safely  over  "the  stepping  stones"  you 
will  see  the  joy  in  His  eyes,  and  again  almost  hear 
Him  whisper:  "Well  done,  Paul." 

Say  it  every  night,  Sonny,  just  before  you  fall 
asleep,  and  the  power  of  God  will  be  with  you 
to  help  you  to  overcome. 

Your  loving 

MUM. 
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PAUL  DEAR, 

Here  is  a  new  thought  for  you — a  tremen 
dously  important  one  for  you  on  the  Great 
Adventure.  It  is  this:  we  have  to  love  everybody. 
It  sounds  rather  impossible,  doesn't  it?  But  we 
have  to  do  it  all  the  same.  Christ  said  that  we 
even  had  to  love  our  enemies.  But  first  I'll 
explain  what  this  kind  of  loving  is,  and  then 
you'll  be  able  to  understand  it  better.  You  haven't 
to  love  everybody  as  you  love  Dad  and  me  and 
your  special  friends;  that  love  is  warm,  human 
affection,  a  personal  love;  the  love  that  we  have 
to  give  to  other  people  is  good-will,  kindness, 
wishing  for  them  all  that  we  have  ourselves,  and 
doing  all  in  our  power  to  help  them.  It  is  hard 
sometimes,  for  some  of  them  are  so  unlovable, 
but  they  are  the  very  ones  who  need  our  love 
most. 

Love  has  a  marvellous  power,  Sonny;  it  can 
get  in  where  faith  and  hope  find  it  impossible  to 
push  open  the  door,  for  St.  Paul  said:  "Faith, 
Hope,  Love,  and  the  greatest  of  these  is  Love." 
I'll  tell  you  of  some  doors  where  it  has  found  an 
entrance. 

A  poor  "down-and-out"  lay  very  ill  in  hospital 
after  a  road  accident. 
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"Have  you  any  relatives  you  would  like  us  to 
send  for?"  he  was  asked. 

"No  relatives,"  he  persisted. 

"But  have  you  no  friend  you  would  like  to 
see?"  they  asked  kindly. 

"I  would  like  to  see  the  Salvation  Army  officer 
who  gave  me  a  coat  and  a  meal  and  a  night's 
lodging  yesterday,  and  this  note  to  an  employer 
this  morning.  He  is  my  only  friend,"  was  the 
reply. 

Enquiries  over  the  telephone  enabled  them  to 
find  out  who  this  "only  friend"  was,  and  he 
hurried  to  the  hospital. 

"I've  come,  Chum,"  he  said,  bending  over  the 
bed  and  gently  taking  a  limp  hand  between  his 
own. 

A  wonderful  smile  lit  up  the  eyes  that  looked 
into  his.  "It  wasn't  what  you  gave  me  that 
counted,  or  even  your  prayers;  it  was  just  what 
you  called  me — 'Chum,'  "  he  murmured. 

Oh,  Paul,  that  is  what  this  poor  old  world 
needs  most  of  all,  men  and  women  and  boys  and 
girls  with  love  in  their  hearts  who  are  willing  to 
give  themselves  in  friendship. 

Many  people  give  money,  many  give  prayers, 
but  fewer  give  friendship,  and  it  is  that  that 
matters  most  of  all,  for  if  we  can  say  "Chum" 
and  mean  it,  that  is  love,  and  the  gifts  and  the 
prayers  will  follow.  The  greatest  gift  of  all  is 
love;  it  is  giving  a  part  of  ourselves;  no  more  than 
that,  Paul,  for  all  love  comes  from  God,  and  so 
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we  are  giving  some  of  His  love  that  is  in  us.  He 
is  using  us  as  the  channel  for  His  loving. 

You  know  the  tiny  glass  "Blue-Bird"  on  my 
mantelpiece?  It  is  a  wonderful  little  emblem  of 
friendship,  so  I'll  tell  you  its  story.  It  was  given 
to  me  by  Colin  Graham.  He  has  lived  for  many 
years  in  Formosa,  and  he  knows  more  about  that 
beautiful  island  and  its  wild  head-hunting  peoples 
who  live  in  the  mountains,  than  anyone  else  in 
the  world. 

Before  Japan  began  this  terrible  war  in  China 
he  used  to  wander  about  the  mountains  alone. 
The  Japanese  officials  thought  this  was  very 
dangerous,  and  told  him  that  his  passport  didn't 
allow  him  to  do  that,  and  when  he  went  on  his 
expeditions  he  must  have  two  armed  policemen 
with  him,  for  they  couldn't  be  responsible  if  he 
went  alone. 

"But  I  don't  want  you  to  be  responsible,"  said 
Colin.  "Let  me  go  at  my  own  risk,  and  give  me 
a  special  passport  allowing  me  to  do  so." 

They  agreed,  and  so  he  went  alone  up  into  the 
mountains,  into  some  parts  of  which  he  was  the 
first  white  man  to  venture.  He  only  carried  a 
stick,  for  he  had  no  fear,  and  when  he  met  a 
savage  he  made  friends  with  him,  and  this  is  how 
he  did  it.  When  he  caught  sight  of  him  in  the 
distance  he  stooped  down,  as  if  intently  examining 
a  flower,  stone  or  insect,  keeping  his  crouching 
pose  until  the  man  was  right  up  to  him,  and  he 
says  that  although  the  savage  probably  had  many 
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"heads"  at  home,  taken  from  neighbouring  tribes, 
he  was  too  much  of  a  gentleman  to  strike  a 
kneeling  unarmed  man.  Then  Colin  glanced  up 
with  a  smile  of  half-surprise — that  disarming 
smile  of  his  that  makes  friends  wherever  he  goes — 
and  he  held  out  a  tiny  little  glass  "Blue-Bird," 
about  the  size  of  the  top  of  your  little  finger. 
They  couldn't  speak  a  word  of  each  other's 
language,  but  as  he  held  it  out  he  said  "Toot, 
toot,"  and  his  voice  as  he  spoke  those  two  syllables 
sounded  like:  "It's  for  you;  let's  be  friends." 

The  savage  warrior  FELT  the  air  of  friendship, 
and  took  the  tiny  gift,  and  sometimes  he  would 
sign  to  Colin  to  come  with  him,  and  he  took  him 
home,  and  occasionally  he  had  a  meal  with  the 
family,  and  Mrs.  Savage  and  all  the  little  Savages 
were  given  "Blue-Birds"  too. 

Often  on  his  wanderings  the  "savage"  he  met 
happened  to  be  a  child,  and  the  kiddie,  feeling 
the  friendliness  of  this  queer  foreigner,  would 
take  the  offered  "Blue-Bird"  and  run  home,  and 
then  crowds  of  children  would  appear,  and  the 
"Blue-Birds"  would  "fly"  to  their  new  owners. 
He  always  went  with  his  pockets  full  of  them, 
and  as  the  children  came  to  know  him  they  would 
run  out  to  him  calling:  "Toot,  toot." 

I  like  to  know  that  there  are  many  hundreds  of 
"Blue-Birds"  in  the  homes  of  the  savages  in  the 
Formosan  mountains,  for  they  are  emblems  of 
love,  Paul,  to  the  wild  people,  which  will  bring 
back  the  memory  of  a  kindly  smile  and  a  friendly 

36 


LOVE 

voice  of  a  man  who  knew  no  fear.  War  has 
stopped  his  expeditions  into  the  mountains  now, 
for  the  Japanese  won't  allow  any  foreigners  to  go 
among  the  savages. 

I  turned  up  the  dictionary  to  see  where  the 
"Blue-Bird"  lives,  and  it  says  that  it  is  "a  small 
bird  very  common  in  the  United  States  of 
America.  It  is  a  cheerful  songster,  and  is  the 
harbinger  of  spring." 

Love  is  the  harbinger  of  spring  in  the  human 
heart,  Paul,  for  when  all  is  barren  and  cold  and 
dreary  like  winter,  love  will  bring  hope,  and 
warmth,  and  joy,  and  so  the  tiny  "Blue-Bird"  is  a 
very  beautiful  emblem,  isn't  it? 

Men  like  the  one  who  said  "Chum,"  and  men 
like  Colin  Graham  are  helping  through  love  to 
bring  springtime  to  this  poor  war-stricken  world 
of  ours.  Try  and  be  like  them,  Sonny,  for  loving 
is  the  highest  form  of  service. 

Your  bedtime  verse  is,  of  course,  "Faith,  hope, 
love,  and  the  greatest  of  these  is  LOVE,"  one  of 
the  most  wonderful  sentences  the  apostle  with 
your  name  ever  wrote. 

Your  loving 

MUM. 

PS. — Colin  gave  me  several  "Blue-Birds,"  so 
I  am  sending  you  one  to-morrow,  a  tiny  reminder 
of  love's  springtime. 
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PAUL  DEAR, 

I'm  SO  glad  that  you  gave  Smith  one  of  your 
apples  and  are  friends  with  him  again,  for  now 
you  can  go  forward  on  the  Great  Adventure,  and 
the  next  step  I  want  to  tell  you  about  is  Faith, 
but  it  would  not  be  a  bit  of  good  my  telling  you 
about  it  if  you  hadn't  forgiven  Smith  for  taking 
your  penknife  without  asking  you  if  he  might 
have  it,  and  then  breaking  the  blade;  because,  as 
St.  Paul  said,  even  if  we  had  such  a  wonderful 
faith  that  it  could  remove  mountains,  we  should 
just  be  nothing  without  love,  so  you  see  it  is  no 
good  taking  the  faith  step  until  we  have  taken 
the  love  step  forward,  for  it  would  be  putting  the 
cart  before  the  horse  as  it  were. 

Now,  what  IS  faith?  St.  Paul  says  it  is  "The 
substance  of  things  hoped  for,  the  evidence  of 
things  not  seen,"  which  is  a  VERY  wonderful 
definition,  but  one  that  you  won't  appreciate 
until  you  are  older. 

The  dictionary  says  it  is  "To  believe, "  which  is 
only  partly  correct,  for  you  can  believe  with  your 
intellect  that  a  certain  thing  is  true,  but  it  is  an 
inner  knowing  that  is  faith. 

I'll  tell  you  a  little  story  about  Dr.  Paton,  the 
great  missionary  to  the  New  Hebrides,  that  will 
help  you  to  understand  the  inner  meaning. 
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He  was  translating  the  Bible  into  Aniwan, 
which  was  very  difficult  to  do,  as  the  people  had 
no  written  language,  and  he  was  puzzled  for  a 
long  while  to  find  a  word  in  their  tongue  that 
meant  faith.  He  was  always  questioning  them, 
and  trying  to  discover  it,  for  it  was  holding  up  his 
work. 

One  day  when  he  was  in  his  room  thinking  it 
over  an  intelligent  native  woman  came  in,  and 
the  thought  flashed  through  his  mind  to  ask  the 
all-absorbing  question  again,  if  possible  in  a  new 
light. 

He  was  sitting  on  an  ordinary  wooden  chair, 
with  his  feet  on  the  floor. 

"What  am  I  doing?"  he  asked  the  woman. 

"You're  sitting  down,  Missi,"  the  woman 
replied. 

Dr.  Paton  drew  up  his  feet  and  placed  them 
on  the  bar  of  the  chair,  just  above  the  floor,  and 
leaning  back  as  if  he  were  resting,  he  asked: 
"What  am  I  doing  now?" 

The  woman  looked  at  him,  and  then  said: 
"You  are  leaning  wholly,  Missi." 

"That's  it;  I've  got  it  at  last,"  cried  Dr.  Paton. 
"Leaning  wholly  on  God  IS  faith." 

That's  a  lovely  definition,  isn't  it,  Sonny,  and 
such  an  easy  one  to  understand.  To  let  go  of 
everything  and  lean  wholly  on  God  is  just  what 
faith  is.  But  it  doesn't  mean  that  we  are  going 
through  life  without  any  effort,  and  that  God  will 
do  everything  for  us,  but  it  DOES  mean  that 
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God  will  give  us  the  power  to  meet  our  every 
need. 

Mr.  Gedge,  in  his  book  that  I  want  you  to 
read  when  you  are  older,  tells  of  a  little  boy  whom 
he  knew  quite  well,  and  who  one  day  came  home 
from  school  and  said  to  his  father:  "We  had  some 
sums  to  do  to-day,  Dad,  and  I  couldn't  do  mine 
at  first.  But  I  just  said,  'God  is  my  help  in  every 
need'  for  a  minute  or  two,  and  then  I  could  do 
them  all,  and  I  got  them  all  right." 

That  was  faith,  Paul;  that  boy  BELIEVED 
that  God  would  answer  when  he  asked  Him  to 
help  him.  He  was  "resting  wholly"  when  he 
said,  "God  is  my  help  in  every  need,"  and  through 
his  faith  God  was  able  to  send  His  power  into  him, 
so  that  when  he  did  his  part  by  tackling  the  sums 
again  he  was  able  to  do  them  correctly. 

God  has  so  many  wonderful  things  that  He 
longs  to  give  us,  but  they  can  only  be  ours  when 
we  have  the  faith  through  which  they  can  come  to 
us. 

God  will  NEVER  fail  us,  for  His  promise  is 
that  He  will  supply  all  our  need  "according  to  His 
riches  in  glory  by  Christ  Jesus."  The  supply  is 
limitless,  but  we  have  to  remember,  Paul,  that 
sometimes  we  think  that  because  we  want  a  thing 
we  need  it,  when  perhaps  we  are  better  without  it. 
God's  promise  only  applies  to  wants  that  are 
needs,  and  He  knows  what  we  need  far  better 
than  we  know  ourselves. 

What    do    you    think    is    the    "Good-night" 
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thought  I  want  you  to  add  to  the  others  you  have 
learnt?  If  I  were  close  enough  to  you  I'm  sure  I 
should  hear  you  say:  "God  is  my  help  in  every 
need." 

May  you  always  have  the  faith  that  proves  it 
to  be  so.  Sonny,  is  the  prayer  of  your  loving 

MUM. 
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PAUL  DEAR, 

There  are  three  little  words  that  Jesus  said 
which  are  of  tremendous  importance;  they  are: 
"Resist  not  evil/'  which  means:  Don't  hit  back. 

The  evil  Christ  spoke  of  doesn't  mean  sin; 
we  must  resist  that,  of  course,  but  it  is  usually 
something  unkind  that  is  said  or  done  to  us. 

To  "resist  not  evil"  doesn't  mean  that  we  are 
not  to  go  to  the  help  of  one  who  is  being  bullied, 
but  it  does  mean  that  when  we  are  treated  unjustly 
or  unkindly  we  are  to  take  no  notice,  but  to 
behave  just  as  kindly  to  the  one  who  has  injured 
us,  for  Christ  goes  on  to  tell  us  that  we  have  to 
love  our  enemies.  Sounds  rather  impossible, 
doesn't  it?  But  "with  God  all  things  are  possible," 
and  it  is  He  who  is  helping  us  upwards  on  the 
Great  Adventure. 

I  know  Christians  who  pay  no  attention  to 
those  words  Christ  said  about  not  resisting  evil, 
and  they  DO  resist  it,  and  say  that  it  is  impossible 
to  forgive  those  who  have  wronged  them,  and  in 
consequence  they  make  no  progress  on  the  Great 
Adventure;  in  fact,  they  lose  ground,  for  it  is 
impossible  to  stand  still.  We  must  either  go 
forward  or  backward. 

And  the  people  who  resist  evil  bring  all  kinds 
of  unhappiness  upon  themselves,  for,  as  Mr. 
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Hamblin  says,  resisting  evil  is  like  hitting  a 
punching  ball;  it  comes  back  again  and  hits  us; 
and  unforgiveness  and  resentment  bring  all  kinds 
of  illnesses  upon  us,  for  they  cause  dis-harmony  in 
our  mind  and  spirit,  and  that  brings  dis-ease  in 
the  body. 

It  was  so  with  old  Duncan,  whom  Isabel 
Cameron  tells  us  of  in  one  of  her  books  about 
that  fine  old  minister,  Dr.  Lindsay. 

Duncan  was  a  retired  gamekeeper,  and  he 
took  a  cottage  in  the  Scottish  village  that  was  in 
Dr.  Lindsay's  parish.  He  was  a  lonely  old  man, 
and  he  repulsed  all  offers  of  friendship.  The 
Doctor  heard  his  story  from  one  who  had  known 
him  in  his  young  days. 

His  wife  had  died  when  their  little  boy  Alistair 
was  eleven  years  old.  The  boy  was  very  musical, 
and  had  a  beautiful  voice,  and  won  a  prize  for 
singing  in  Inverness.  Duncan  had  a  good  voice, 
too,  but  he  was  a  hard,  stern  man,  and  tried  to 
discourage  his  son's  love  of  music.  When  he  left 
school  he  apprenticed  him  to  a  carpenter,  and 
the  lad  made  himself  a  violin,  and  saved  up  his 
wages  and  bought  a  second-hand  stand  of  bag 
pipes.  His  father  was  furious,  and  one  day  when 
Alastair  was  out  he  threw  them  on  the  fire.  There 
was  an  awful  scene  when  the  boy  came  back,  and 
the  next  day  he  left  home,  and  his  father  had 
never  heard  of  him  since. 

One  day  when  the  minister  went  to  see  Duncan 
he  found  him  ill  in  bed,  and  it  seemed  to  him 
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that  the  old  gamekeeper  was  dying  of  heart  hunger. 

"Is  there  anything  at  all,  Duncan,  you  would 
like?"  he  asked. 

Duncan  shook  his  head.  "You  cannot  give  me 
what  I  want." 

"Perhaps  not,  but  my  Father  can." 

"I  am  wanting  that  one  would  sing  to  me  in 
the  Gaelic,  and  to  the  tune  of  "Coleshill"  the  one 
hundred  and  eighteenth  Psalm,  where  it  says: 
"I  in  distress  called  on  the  Lord." 

Dr.  Lindsay  couldn't  speak  Gaelic,  but  nothing 
ever  daunted  him.  I'll  learn  it  myself,"  he  cried, 
"or  if  I  cannot  I'll  get  someone  who  can;  I 
promise,  Duncan." 

Outside  the  door  he  whispered:  "Father, 
show  me  how  I'm  to  keep  my  promise." 

He  paid  a  visit  on  his  way  home  on  Robbie 
Kemp  and  his  wife,  and  he  found  them  sitting 
by  the  fire  listening  to  a  new  gramophone  that 
was  placed  on  the  table  between  them. 

Of  course,  the  doctor  had  to  listen  too,  and 
then  Robbie  put  on  a  record  which  he  said  was 
a  real  beauty.  "But  I  cannot  make  out  a  word  of 
it,  for  it's  Gaelic." 

He  put  it  on,  and  to  the  doctor's  joy  and 
wonder  it  was  the  Psalm  old  Duncan  had  asked 
for  sung  to  the  tune  of  "Coleshill,"  and  when  the 
glorious  music  came  to  an  end  the  doctor  could 
hardly  speak,  for  his  heart  was  so  full  of  thank 
fulness. 

The  following  evening  the  doctor  went  to  see 
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Duncan,  and  Robbie  Kemp  slipped  in  after  him 
without  the  old  keeper  seeing  him,  his  precious 
gramophone  under  his  arm. 

"Can  you  be  singing  the  Gaelic  Psalm  already?" 
Duncan  asked  in  surprise. 

"I  said  if  I  could  not  sing  it  myself  I  would 
find  someone  who  could,"  said  the  doctor,  as  he 
opened  his  Bible  and  read  the  hundred  and 
eighteenth  Psalm;  and  then,  as  he  finished,  a 
glorious  voice  took  up  the  words  that  the  doctor 
had  been  reading,  and  sang  them  to  the  tune  of 
"Coleshill." 

Duncan  started  up  in  bed,  anguish  in  his  eyes. 
"It's  Alastair's  voice,"  he  said.  "Is  he  there?" 

Robbie  Kemp  came  from  the  far  end  of  the 
room  where  he  had  been  standing  to  explain  that 
it  was  a  record  on  his  gramophone. 

"But  it  is  my  boy's  voice,"  the  old  man  per 
sisted.  "I  taught  him  that  Psalm." 

Quickly  the  doctor  put  on  his  glasses  and  read 
the  title  of  the  record — "Coleshill,"  and  the  name 
of  the  soloist  was  Alastair  Ross. 

The  old  gamekeeper's  eyes  were  full  of  tears 
as  he  said  in  a  choking  voice:  "He's  my  boy,  and 
I  burnt  his  bagpipes." 

In  a  day  or  two  Alastair  was  home,  and  all  was 
forgiven  and  forgotten,  and  old  Duncan  was 
healed  in  spirit,  mind  and  body,  for  "Our  God 
is  a  God  who  restores  and  heals."  He  it  was 
who  had  made  forgiveness  possible  as  soon  as 
the  old  keeper  "in  distress  called  on  the  Lord.' 
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And  so,  Paul,  the  story  had  a  happy  ending; 
but,  oh,  the  wasted  years  when  unforgiveness  ate 
like  a  canker  into  the  father's  heart  and  filled  the 
son  with  bitterness.  If — if  they  had  both  remem 
bered  to  do  what  St.  Paul  said:  "Let  not  the  sun  go 
down  upon  your  wrath, "  which  means  never  go  to 
bed  with  angry  thoughts  in  your  heart,  always 
forgive  before  you  fall  asleep,  however  hard  it  is 
to  do  so,  they  would  have  been  spared  so  much 
unhappiness.  You  see,  Sonny,  while  we  are 
sleeping  our  sub-conscious  mind  is  more  active 
than  when  we  are  awake,  for  the  conscious  mind 
is  asleep,  and  the  sub-conscious  takes  the  thoughts 
that  we  are  thinking  as  we  fall  asleep,  and  weaves 
them  into  the  fabric  of  our  lives ;  that  is  why  we 
want  to  be  especially  careful  of  our  "Good-night" 
thoughts,  and  that  is  why  St.  Paul  said:  "Let  not 
the  sun  go  down  upon  your  wrath. "  For  once  our 
eyes  are  closed  in  sleep,  the  door  of  the  conscious 
mind  is  closed  too,  so  no  other  thoughts  can 
enter  through  our  consciousness,  but  our  inner 
mind,  that  never  sleeps,  works  on  during  the 
night,  making  the  thoughts  that  we  have  sent 
down  to  it  during  the  day,  and  especially  the  last 
thoughts,  part  of  ourselves.  And  so  if  we  have 
fallen  asleep  thinking  angry  thoughts  it  will  be 
harder  than  ever  to  forgive  in  the  morning,  but 
if,  before  we  go  to  sleep,  we  forgive  those  who 
have  injured  us,  or  anyway  try  our  best  to  do  so, 
when  we  wake  we  shall  find  that  the  angry  feeling 
of  resentment  has  gone,  for  our  sub-conscious 
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mind  has  been  helping  us  during  the  night  by 
using  the  thoughts  of  love  that  we  sent  down  to  it. 
I  should  take  these  two  sayings,  "Resist  not 
evil,"  and  "Let  not  the  sun  go  down  upon 
your  wrath,"  to  add  to  your  "Good-night" 
thoughts;  and,  Paul,  if  you  LIVE  them  as  well  as 
say  them,  you  will  find  that  you  have  gone  a  long 
way  forward  on  the  Great  Adventure.  Dad  and  I 
are  trying  to  do  so;  we  are  all  journeying  on 
together,  thank  God. 

Your  loving 

MUM. 
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PAUL  DEAR, 

The  longer  I  live,  the  more  I  see  what  a  big 
hindrance  worry  is  to  lots  of  people  on  the  Great 
Adventure.  It  is  always  tripping  them  up;  they 
go  about  with  care-worn  faces,  wondering  if  their 
money  will  last  out;  and  it  isn't  only  the  poor  ones 
who  do  that,  but  I  have  known  quite  rich  ones 
who  are  bowed  down  by  worrying  over  money. 
The  fact  is,  Paul,  worry  is  like  a  weed;  it  grows 
so  fast  that  it  chokes  the  flowers  of  trust  and  joy 
and  hope,  and  if  we  don't  pull  it  up  by  the  roots 
it  will  grow  so  big  that  it  will  spoil  life's  garden 
and  be  a  tremendous  hindrance  on  the  Great 
Adventure. 

And  why  should  we  worry  when  God  has 
promised  to  supply  all  our  need? 

And,  Sonny,  there  is  a  law  of  life  that  like 
attracts  like,  and  so  worrying  thoughts  will  attract 
what  we  worry  about;  but  if  we  trust  our 
Heavenly  Father,  all  the  glorious  Heavenly 
Influences  and  Powers  that  we  cannot  see,  but 
know  are  there,  will  be  working  on  our  behalf. 

Some  people  are  ALWAYS  worrying;  their 
lined  faces  show  the  state  of  their  mind,  and  half 
their  worries  never  happen.  They  are  always 
crossing  their  bridges  before  they  come  to  them. 
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Mrs.  Smith  needn't  have  spent  those  sleepless 
nights,  for  Tommy  didn't  get  measles.  Mary 
DID  pass  her  exam,  and  the  servant  decided  to 
stay  after  all;  but  there  are  such  a  lot  of  Mrs. 
Smiths  in  the  world;  and  there  are  a  lot  of  Mr. 
Smiths  who  are  full  of  worry,  and  even  the  little 
Smiths  are  getting  their  lives  spoilt  by  it,  for  it 
takes  the  spring  out  of  the  step,  the  gladness  out 
of  the  voice,  and  the  brightness  from  the  eyes ;  it 
robs  life  of  joy  and  laughter,  so,  Paul,  avoid  it  like 
the  plague. 

Of  course  Dad  and  I  hope  you  will  win  a 
scholarship,  but  don't  worry  over  it,  Sonny,  for 
WE  are  not  doing  so.  We  know  that  you  are 
trying  your  best.  Just  live  a  day  at  a  time,  as 
Christ  told  us  to  do  when  He  said:  "Take  no 
thought  for  the  morrow,"  and  remember  that 
always,  whether  you  win  the  scholarship  or  not, 
all  is  well  if  you  are  seeking  Him  every  morning 
in  "the  Silence"  and  are  trying  to  make  each  day 
a  real  success. 

Do  you  remember  meeting  Bishop  Taylor 
Smith  when  you  were  quite  a  tiny  boy?  He  was 
Chaplain-General  to  the  Forces.  I  was  reading 
his  life  the  other  day,  and  he  was  just  your  age 
when  he  began  to  have  his  "Quiet  Time"  every 
morning;  and  that,  Paul,  was  the  secret  of  his 
wonderful  life  of  world-wide  influence  for  the 
Master.  You  must  read  it  when  you  are  older; 
it  is  such  a  thrilling  life.  He  had  very  few  ad 
vantages  as  a  boy,  but  when  a  man  he  was  covered 
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in  honours,  and  yet  he  never  sought  them;  he 
always  sought  first  "the  Kingdom  of  God,"  and 
all  these  things  just  came  to  him. 

That's  the  great  secret  of  avoiding  worry, 
Sonny.  "Seek  ye  first  the  Kingdom  of  God  and 
His  righteousness,"  and  all  these  things,  not 
necessarily  riches  and  honour  but  the  things  we 
need,  shall  be  added  unto  us. 

I  will  tell  you  a  wonderful  little  story  that  was 
told  to  me  the  other  day. 

The  boys  and  girls  of  a  British  Sunday  School 
in  Japan  were  always  eager  to  help  poor  Japanese 
children.  One  Sunday  they  were  told  about  a  poor 
little  girl  who  had  lost  her  hands.  Her  mother 
was  very  poor,  and  when  her  little  daughter  was 
only  seven  years  old  she  sent  her  out  as  a  little 
servant,  and  she  went  to  live  at  the  house  of  a 
Japanese  man  and  his  wife  who  had  a  baby,  and 
this  little  girl  took  care  of  the  baby. 

At  night  the  man  and  wife  and  baby  would  go 
upstairs  to  bed,  leaving  the  little  girl  to  sleep  by 
herself  downstairs. 

One  night  she  heard  someone  trying  to  get 
into  the  house.  She  kept  quiet  until  she  was  sure 
he  was  a  bad  man  coming  in  to  steal.  Then  she 
jumped  up  and  rushed  at  him,  caught  him  as  he 
turned  to  go  out  again,  and  screamed:  "Thief! 
Thief!"  Her  little  hands  clutched  his  coat  as  she 
tried  to  hold  him  until  others  would  come  to 
catch  him.  He  had  a  large,  sharp  knife  in  his 
right  hand,  and  he  slashed  behind  him  at  those 
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firm  little  hands,  and  struck  so  hard  that  he  cut 
them  off. 

Down  from  upstairs  hurried  the  man  and  his 
wife,  and  the  neighbours  came  in,  and  they  tried 
to  comfort  the  poor  little  lassie  as  they  bound  up 
the  bleeding  wrists. 

Of  course  she  couldn't  mind  the  baby  any  more, 
so  she  lost  her  job,  and  her  mother  wouldn't  have 
her  back.  She  was  worn  out  with  poverty  and 
misery,  and  said  she  could  do  nothing  with  a 
child  with  no  hands. 

An  American  missionary  lady  heard  all  this, 
and  said  that  she  would  adopt  the  poor  little  lassie. 
She  told  the  Sunday  School  Superintendent  about 
it,  and  he  told  the  children. 

There  was  a  very  clever  Japanese  doctor  who 
said  that  he  could  make  a  pair  of  wooden  hands 
with  the  fingers  jointed  so  that  the  child  could 
manage  to  do  some  things  for  herself. 

The  boys  and  girls  in  that  Sunday  School  were 
so  eager  to  collect  enough  money  to  pay  for  them 
they  saved  up  their  pocket  money  for  three  weeks, 
and  then,  on  the  third  Sunday,  when  the  Super 
intendent  counted  all  the  three  weeks'  collection, 
it  came  to  just  enough  to  pay  for  the  new  hands. 

They  were  a  great  success,  and  the  little  girl 
said  she  couldn't  thank  God  enough  for  these 
marvellous  hands.  She  went  to  school,  and  was 
so  bright  and  happy,  and  the  American  lady 
missionary  loved  her  very  much. 

About  five  years  passed.  It  was  Easter  Sunday; 
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the  children  at  the  Sunday  School  had,  as  usual 
at  Easter,  brought  special  money  for  their 
offering,  and  when  it  was  counted  there  was 
fifteen  dollars  and  twelve  cents  (Japanese  money). 

The  Superintendent  stood  on  the  platform  and 
said:  "Well,  we  have  fifteen  dollars  and  twelve 
cents  to  give  away.  To  whom  shall  we  give  it?" 
and  he  waited  for  the  children  to  answer. 

Two  suggestions  were  made — "The  Blind," 
and  "The  Lepers."  And  the  superintendent  said: 
"Good!  Then  we  will  divide  this  money  into  two, 
and  give  half  to  the  blind  and  half  to  the  lepers." 

"No  other  suggestions?"  he  asked,  and  as  no 
one  had  any  to  make  he  said:  "We  will  sing  our 
closing  hymn,"  and  just  as  he  was  going  to  give 
out  the  number  a  little  girl  put  up  her  hand  and 
said:  "The  little  girl  with  no  hands." 

"But  she  has  hands  now,"  he  said;  "and  I  don't 
think  she  needs  anything  specially  just  at  present, 
but  ...  if  you  all  agree  .  .  .  ?"  and  up  went 
all  the  hands  again,  and  so  the  collection  was 
divided  into  three. 

Two  days  later  the  American  missionary  lady 
sat  at  her  desk  opening  her  letters,  and  there 
was  one  from  the  Superintendent  of  the  Sunday 
School,  enclosing  the  money  for  the  little  girl  with 
no  hands. 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  in  the  lassie 
came,  crying.  She  had  been  away  at  school  for 
some  time,  and  the  lady  had  not  seen  her  for  a 
fortnight.  She  asked  what  was  wrong,  and  tried 
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to  comfort  her.  It  took  some  time  to  explain,  and 
then  it  was  like  this. 

The  little  girl  had  had  an  accident.  The  wind 
had  suddenly  slammed  a  door  and  caught  one  of 
her  hands,  snapping  off  two  of  her  precious 
wooden  ringers.  She  said  that  she  had  at  once 
run  to  the  doctor  who  had  made  the  hands  and 
showed  him  the  broken  bits,  but  he  had  said  they 
were  no  good;  he  would  have  to  make  two  new 
fingers. 

"Well,"  said  the  lady,  "that  will  be  all  right/' 

But  the  little  girl  only  cried  the  more,  and  at 
last  the  lady  found  out  that  it  was  the  price  that 
would  have  to  be  paid  for  the  fingers  that  was 
worrying  her,  for  to  her  it  seemed  such  a  big  sum 
of  money. 

"How  much  did  the  doctor  say  it  would  cost 
to  make  those  two  new  fingers?" 

"FIVE  DOLLARS." 

The  lady  smiled;  she  almost  laughed  in  sheer 
joy,  as  she  said,  pointing  to  the  cash  lying  on  her 
desk,  "Here  is  JUST  what  you  want.  It  came 
even  before  you  asked  for  it;  it  is  yours,  sent  to 
you.  It  came  just  now." 

Isn't  that  a  wonderful  story,  Paul?  It  is  abso 
lutely  true,  for  I  have  told  it  to  you  word  for  word 
as  the  Sunday  School  Superintendent  told  it  to 
me.  We  need  NEVER  worry,  for  "Our  God 
shall  supply  all  our  need." 

I  think  that  will  be  a  lovely  "Good-night"  verse, 
don't  you?  But  we  have  to  remember,  Sonny, 
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that  sometimes  what  we  want  is  not  always  what 
we  need.  God  knows  best;  we  can  trust  Him 
absolutely,  so  we  need  never  worry. 

Your  loving 

MUM. 
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Here  I  am,  Paul,  ready  for  our  weekly  chat 
about  the  Great  Adventure,  and  this  is  a  very 
thrilling  step  forward — the  casting  out  of  fear. 
Fear  thoughts  spoil  the  joy  of  life,  and  they  are  a 
great  hindrance,  and  there  is  really  nothing  to  be 
afraid  of,  for  we  are  absolutely  safe  in  the  keeping 
of  Perfect  Love,  and  as  we  realize  it  He  will  take 
away  all  our  fear. 

Kate  Patch  tells  in  one  of  her  books  of  six- 
year-old  Bobby,  a  very  timid  little  boy,  whose 
mother  was  trying  to  help  him  to  be  brave.  She 
taught  him  the  twenty-third  Psalm,  and  Bobby 
loved  it.  He  really  had  been  a  little  braver  lately, 
for  he  had  been  going  to  sleep  without  a  light, 
but  one  night  he  asked  for  it  again. 

"But,  darling,"  said  his  mother,  "why  do  you 
want  it;  you  have  just  been  saying:  'The  Lord  is 
my  Shepherd.'  Surely  you  do  not  want  the  light 
left  burning." 

"Yes  I  do,"  he  maintained. 

"Very  well,"  said  the  mother,  "I  will  leave  it. 
Good  night,  dear." 

But  in  a  few  moments  he  called  her  back.  "You 
can  put  out  the  light,"  he  said,  drawing  her  face 
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down  for  a  kiss.  "The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  I 
shall  not  want  a  light/' 

He  had  just  realized  that  as  the  Lord  was  his 
Shepherd  there  was  nothing  to  make  him  afraid, 
and  so  the  thought  of  Perfect  Love  cast  out  the 
shadow  of  fear. 

And  most  of  our  fears,  Paul,  are  only  shadows, 
but  even  when  they  are  very  real  ones,  Perfect 
Love  can  cast  them  out,  for  He  is  always  watching 
over  us. 

It  was  a  very  real  fear  that  came  to  Gorrie, 
although  an  unknown  one,  the  day  Dugald  the 
postman  fell  ill,  and  he  offered  to  take  the  mail  to 
the  Laird's  house  sixteen  miles  away.  It  was  a 
long  walk  for  a  twelve-year-old  laddie,  but 
Dugald  gave  him  three  shillings  for  going,  and 
the  money  would  buy  dainties  for  little  Flory, 
who  was  ill,  and  about  whom  his  mother  was  very 
anxious ;  and  so  he  was  eager  to  go,  although  she 
was  very  reluctant  to  let  him. 

"It's  such  a  long  way,  Gorrie." 

"Oh,  but  I  know  a  short  cut." 

Dugald  told  him  to  wait  at  the  mail-coach 
office,  and  the  minute  he  got  the  bag  he  was  to 
set  off  without  a  moment's  delay. 

"You'll  be  stopping  to  speak  to  no  one  what 
ever,"  Dugald  warned  him.  "Mind,  it  is  very 
important  to  be  carrying  the  Laird's  letters." 

It  was  one  o'clock  when  Gorrie  set  out  along 
the  road  to  Corrie  Lodge.  He  took  a  short  cut 
through  the  woods,  and  waded  over  a  stream, 
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which  shortened  the  distance  by  at  least  two 
miles.  He  knew  by  the  sun  that  it  must  be  about 
four  o'clock  when  he  came  within  sight  of  the 
big  house.  He  felt  a  little  shy  of  going  up  to  the 
door,  but  a  little  Irish  terrier  came  to  greet  him, 
and  Gorrie  and  he  were  soon  friends;  and  a 
maid  hearing  the  dog  barking,  came  out  and 
took  Gorrie  in  and  gave  him  some  food. 

It  was  nearly  five  o'clock  when  he  set  out  on 
his  homeward  way. 

As  the  Laird  gave  him  the  letter  that  he  was  to 
take  back  he  said:  "I'm  sure  I  can  trust  you;  it's 
very  important,"  and  he  slipped  half-a-crown 
into  his  hand,  and  Gorrie  felt  very  proud  as  he 
answered:  "Yes,  Sir,"  but  he  felt  rather  anxious, 
for  darkness  was  falling  fast,  and  when  after  he 
had  gone  a  little  way  he  heard  the  pad,  pad  of 
someone  following  him,  his  heart  was  filled  with 
fears,  but  a  joyous  bark  out  of  the  darkness  told 
him  that  it  was  only  his  little  Irish  friend. 

Gorrie  tried  to  make  him  go  home,  but  the  dog 
resisted  all  his  efforts,  and  quietly  trotted  on  in 
front;  and,  oh,  the  relief  to  the  boy  to  have  his 
company  on  that  lonely  walk. 

They  came  to  where  the  way  divided;  on  one 
hand  was  the  road  straight  before  him,  easy  to 
follow,  and  on  the  other  hand  lay  the  short  cut 
across  the  stream  and  through  the  woods,  rather 
difficult  to  find  in  the  dark,  and  because  he  was 
carrying  the  Laird's  letter  he  felt  that  he  ought  to 
go  along  the  road. 
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But  as  he  turned  into  it  he  found  that  he  could 
not  go  forward,  for  the  dog  went  in  front  of  him 
and  growled  angrily  when  he  tried  to  pass,  and 
so  at  last  he  gave  up  trying  and  went  the  other 
way;  and  as  he  turned  into  the  woodland  path 
the  feeling  of  fear  that  had  been  clutching  at  his 
heart  vanished,  and  he  felt  light-hearted  again, 
and  whistled  as  he  went  along;  and  the  dog 
seemed  to  catch  his  happy  spirit,  too,  as  he 
scampered  along  before  him. 

The  stream  was  safely  waded,  even  in  the  dark, 
and  he  found  the  way  through  the  woods  quite 
easily,  and  then  the  little  dog  vanished.  Gorrie 
whistled  and  called  him,  but  he  didn't  come. 

At  home,  his  mother,  sitting  at  the  bedside  of 
her  sick  lassie,  was  sending  out  many  a  prayer  for 
her  boy,  and  oh,  the  joy  when,  tired  and  hungry, 
he  came  in. 

After  he  had  had  his  supper  and  had  told  her 
all  about  his  adventure,  she  said:  "Read  your 
Psalm,  Gorrie,  and  go  to  your  bed,"  and  it  was 
strange  that  the  one  for  that  evening  was  the 
ninety-first,  and  when  Gorrie  came  to  the  words 
4 'He  shall  give  His  angels  charge  over  thee  to 
keep  thee  in  all  thy  ways,"  he  felt  that  the  angels 
had  been  with  him  that  night  in  the  darkness. 

His  mother  was  sure  of  it  when  the  next  day 
she  heard  that  a  shepherd  had  met  a  strange  man 
with  a  haunted  look  about  him,  who  asked  which 
was  the  shortest  way  out  of  the  glen,  and  a  little 
further  on  the  shepherd's  dog  found  a  huddled-up 
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heap  lying  in  the  quarry  that  was  beside  the  road 
— a  dead  man  with  an  evil  face. 

The  two  men  had  been  waiting  for  the  passing 
of  the  post  who  carried  the  Laird's  letter,  for  they 
knew  how  important  it  was,  and  when  hour  after 
hour  passed  and  he  did  not  come,  they  began 
drinking  and  quarrelling,  and  in  the  fight  that 
followed  one  of  them  had  been  killed,  and  that 
was  the  road  that  the  Good  Shepherd,  through 
the  means  of  a  little  dog,  kept  Gorrie  from 
travelling  upon. 

Isn't  that  a  wonderful  story,  Paul?  And  it  is 
perfectly  true,  for  I  wrote  and  asked  Isabel 
Cameron,  the  author  of  "Gorrie,"  if  it  were  so, 
and  in  her  letter  to  me  she  said  that  it  was  quite 
true,  and  that  she  knew  Gorrie  and  his  mother 
very  well. 

And  here  is  a  real  tiger  story.  I  was  right  when 
I  said  that  this  was  a  thrilling  chat  about  the 
Great  Adventure,  wasn't  I,  Sonny? 

About  seventy  years  ago,  Dr.  Marks,  a  school 
master,  went  out  to  take  charge  of  the  Missionary 
School  in  Burma.  Everybody  loved  him,  and  his 
school  grew  so  rapidly  that  he  soon  had  three 
hundred  pupils  and  the  school  building  was 
much  too  small. 

Then  the  King  of  Mandalay  sent  for  him  and 
asked  him  to  open  a  school  there,  and  said  he 
would  send  nine  of  his  sons  as  pupils  if  he  would 
do  so.  Dr.  Marks  agreed  and  told  him  that  he 
had  a  hundred  pounds  towards  the  building. 
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"That  is  quite  unnecessary,"  replied  the  king. 
"I  will  pay  the  cost  of  building  the  school,  but  it 
must  be  large  enough  to  take  three  thousand 
boys." 

The  big  school  was  built,  and  one  day  the  nine 
princes  arrived,  riding  on  nine  elephants,  with 
servants  who  held  umbrellas  over  the  boys. 

A  church  was  built,  too,  and  Queen  Victoria 
took  a  great  interest  in  it  and  gave  the  font.  The 
first  little  Burmese  girl  to  be  baptized  in  it  was 
Gita,  and  Dr.  Marks  taught  her  a  verse  about 
the  Good  Shepherd  and  explained  it  to  her. 

Two  days  after  the  baptism  the  doctor  was  in 
his  study  when  a  native  servant  rushed  in  and 
said  that  a  man-eating  tiger  had  seized  little  Gita 
while  she  was  drawing  water  from  the  well  and 
had  carried  her  off. 

The  doctor  picked  up  his  gun  and  rushed  down 
the  hill,  caught  sight  of  the  tiger  and  fired,  and 
the  huge  beast  rolled  over.  He  expected  to  find 
the  child  dead,  but.  to  his  amazement  she  was 
quite  uninjured,  although  very  frightened  and 
shaken,  and  between  her  sobs  she  said:  "I  kept  on 
saying  the  verse  you  taught  me,  and  I  knew  Jesus 
would  take  care  of  me." 

All  fear  is  covered  by  these  three  stories,  Sonny. 
We  can  never  know  any  other.  Bobbie  was  afraid 
of  imaginary  danger.  Gorrie  of  real  but  unseen 
danger,  and  little  Gita  of  danger  that  was  seen, 
and  from  each  one  Perfect  Love  cast  out  their 
fear  and  delivered  them. 
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I  have  a  very  short  verse  for  you  to  add  to  your 
others,  Paul,  but  it  is  a  very  wonderful  one:  "I 
will  fear  no  evil,  for  Thou  art  with  me."  Say  it  just 
before  you  fall  asleep,  dear,  and  when  anything 
causes  you  to  be  afraid ;  then  you  will  go  fearless 
through  life,  for  when  you  say  that  short  sentence 
it  will  be  just  as  if  you  put  your  hand  into  the 
strong,  loving  Hand  of  Christ,  and  then  it  would 
be  impossible  to  be  afraid,  for  no  evil  could  touch 
you  when  you  are  with  Him. 

Your  loving 

MUM. 
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PAUL  DEAR, 

A  glorious  thing  that  we  find  on  the  Great 
Adventure  is  health,  for  God  wants  us  to  be  well 
and  happy,  and  when  we  believe  that  and  are  in 
harmony  with  Him,  health  comes  to  us  naturally, 
for  He  lets  His  glorious  Life  flow  into  us  through 
the  channel  of  our  faith.  But  we  have  to  take  care 
not  to  let  the  channel  get  blocked,  so  that  Divine 
Life  cannot  heal  us  and  keep  us  well. 

So  many  things  can  block  it:  imagining  that 
God  sends  sickness  or  disease  is  one.  That  is 
impossible  for  Him  to  do,  for  He  is  Love,  and 
Christ  healed  ALL  who  came  to  Him. 

Another  thing  is  fear.  People  are  afraid  that 
they  are  going  to  get  certain  illnesses,  or  when 
they  have  some  little  thing  wrong  with  them, 
imagine  that  it  is  going  to  become  much  worse. 
Fear  thoughts  will  block  the  incoming  of  God's 
healing. 

I  once  knew  somebody  who  would  begin  about 
November  telling  you  that  she  always  got  in 
fluenza  in  January,  and  of  course  she  did  so,  for 
by  constant  repetition  that  harmful  thought 
slipped  into  her  sub-conscious  mind  and  repro 
duced  itself  in  her  body,  as  sub-conscious  thoughts 
always  do. 

Then,  of  course,  we  must  obey  the  laws  of 
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health,  or  how  can  we  expect  to  be  well.  If  we 
don't,  then  we  are  disobeying  God,  and  that 
brings  dis-harmony  in  our  being,  and  dis 
harmony  brings  dis-ease. 

There  are  three  aitches  that  go  hand-in-hand — 
HARMONY,  HAPPINESS  and  HEALTH. 

There  MUST  be  the  first  H,  for  we  are  like  a 
clock;  if  one  little  piece  of  the  works  is  out  of 
order  it  will  affect  all  the  rest  of  the  machinery, 
and  if  one  little  bit  of  our  mind  or  spirit  is  out  of 
harmony  with  God,  it  will  affect  our  body. 

An  American  scientist  has  found  out  that  when 
a  person  is  angry  the  temperature  of  the  finger 
tips,  which  are  the  first  part  of  us  to  feel  cold, 
falls  24  degrees  Fahrenheit. 

Temper  and  irritability  and  resentment  actually 
create  a  poison  in  our  body,  but  love  builds  up 
health. 

Happiness  helps  to  make  us  well  and  strong — 
the  happiness  that  comes  from  within  us.  That 
verse,  "The  joy  of  the  Lord  is  your  strength," 
is  very  true,  Sonny.  God  wants  us  to  be  happy 
and  light-hearted  and  joyous,  and  if  we  are  we 
shall  be  kept  in  health. 

And  when  we  are  full  of  joy,  then,  of  course, 
we  won't  worry  over  things,  and  that  will  remove 
another  very  frequent  source  of  illness. 

Mr.  Waterhouse  told  me  a  wonderful  story  of 
a  little  boy  whom  he  knew.  He  was  about  seven 
years  old  when  he  began  to  get  pains  in  his  head, 
and  the  medicine  the  doctor  gave  him  didn't 
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seem  to  do  him  any  good.  His  mother  took  him 
up  to  London  to  see  a  specialist,  and  the  treatment 
he  ordered  didn't  have  any  effect  either,  and  the 
pains  were  so  bad  in  his  poor  little  head  that  one 
of  his  eyes  went  nearly  blind.  But  he  prayed 
every  night  that  God  would  heal  him,  and  he  was 
quite  sure  in  his  heart  that  He  would  do  so. 

Then  a  friend  who  was  a  nurse  in  one  of  the 
big  London  Hospitals  came  to  stay  with  them, 
and  she  said  to  his  mother:  "I'm  sure  there  is 
something  very  wrong  with  Jim;  let  me  take 
him  up  to  the  hospital  so  that  he  can  be  X-rayed." 

And  so  he  went,  and  it  was  found  that  he 
needed  to  have  an  operation,  which  cured  the 
pain,  but  when,  after  many  weeks,  he  came  out 
of  the  Hospital,  he  was  lying  in  a  spinal  carnage, 
and  the  doctors  said  he  would  never  walk  again. 

His  father  and  mother  were  heart-broken,  but 
Jim  was  still  the  same  cheerful  little  fellow,  and 
quite  sure  that  God  would  heal  him. 

His  grandparents  asked  his  mother  and  father 
to  let  them  have  him  for  awhile,  for  they  thought 
that  the  country  air  would  help  him,  so  Jim  went 
to  stay  with  his  Grannie  and  Grandpa  and  Aunty. 

Grandpa  had  retired  from  business,  and  his 
hobby  was  carpentry,  and  every  morning  after 
breakfast  he  used  to  go  off  to  his  shed  at  the 
bottom  of  the  garden  and  stay  there  till  lunch- 
time. 

Before  his  little  grandson  arrived  he  said  to  his 
wife  and  daughter:  "Now,  when  Jim  comes  I'm 
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going  to  look  after  him  entirely;  I  shall  sleep  in 
his  room,  and  I'm  going  to  take  him  into  the 
shed  with  me  every  morning,  and  neither  of  you 
are  to  come  there  and  disturb  us." 

Grannie  and  Aunty  thought  it  was  rather  queer 
of  Grandpa;  still,  if  he  was  willing  to  look  after 
Jim  it  would  certainly  be  a  great  help,  and  so  they 
promised  never  to  come  into  the  shed  while  he 
had  him  up  there. 

So  the  first  day,  after  breakfast,  Grandpa 
wheeled  his  little  grandson  in  his  spinal  carriage 
into  the  shed  and  shut  the  door.  Then  he  said: 
"You're  going  to  get  well  and  walk  again,  aren't 
you,  Jimmy,  old  boy?" 

"Course  I  am,"  said  Jim. 

"Of  course  you  are,"  said  Grandpa,  as  he  lifted 
him  out  of  his  carriage  and  sat  him  on  a  rug  on 
the  floor  with  his  back  against  the  wall. 

Every  morning  the  old  man  placed  him  there 
and  worked  the  little  helpless  legs  about  until,  to 
his  joy,  a  little  power  began  to  come  back  into 
them. 

"You'll  be  running  about  yet,  Jimmy,  my  lad," 
he  said. 

Sometimes  he  let  him  kneel  for  a  little  while, 
and  then  the  glad  day  came  when  he  could  stand, 
holding  on  to  Grandpa's  hands.  But  all  this  was 
a  lovely  secret  between  the  old  man  and  the  child. 

One  evening  after  Grandpa  had  put  him  to 
bed,  Jimmy  said:  "May  I  get  out  of  bed  and 
kneel  down  to  say  my  prayers,  Grandpa?" 
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"Yes,  but  remember,  Jimmy,  you  re  not  to  tell 
anyone  that  you're  getting  better  until  I  say  you 
may;  they  wouldn't  understand;  they  might 
think  I  was  doing  you  harm  by  letting  you  do 
things,  but  you  and  I  know  that  God  is  healing 
you,  and  we'll  just  keep  it  a  secret  until  you  are 
quite  well." 

A  few  weeks  later  Jim's  mother  and  father 
came  to  spend  the  week-end.  On  Sunday  morning 
Grandpa  wheeled  his  little  grandson  into  the 
dining-room,  and  Aunty  brought  in  the  breakfast, 
one  that  Jim  was  very  fond  of — bacon  and 
tomatoes. 

"Nice,"  he  said.  "Can  I  have  some,  Grandpa?" 

"Yes,  if  you  come  and  fetch  it,"  was  the  reply. 

The  grown-ups  looked  at  Grandpa  in  horrified 
amazement,  wondering  that  he  could  say  such  an 
unkind  thing,  but  their  astonishment  grew  when 
they  saw  Jim  climb  out  of  his  carriage  and  walk 
steadily  up  to  the  table. 

The  joy  was  too  much  for  his  mother;  she 
burst  into  tears,  and  his  father  took  off  his  glasses 
and  wiped  his  eyes  and  blew  his  nose  very  hard. 

And  when  last  Mr.  Waterhouse  saw  Jim  he 
was  riding  a  bicycle,  and  was  quite  sure  that  God 
would  heal  his  eye,  which  was  not  yet  perfectly 
well. 

Here's  a  lovely  "Good-night"  verse  for  you, 
Paul:  "I  am  the  Lord  that  healeth  thee." 

Your  loving 

MUM. 
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HALLO,  PAUL, 

Here  I  am  again  for  our  Sunday  afternoon 
chat,  and  we're  going  forward  to-day  upon  the 
Great  Adventure  with  hearts  full  of  thankfulness 
and  joy;  a  spring  in  our  step,  a  sparkle  in  our 
eyes,  and  a  song  on  our  lips,  as  it  were. 

It  seems  so  strange,  Sonny,  that  many  Chris 
tians  leave  out  joy  upon  the  Great  Adventure; 
they  go  about  looking  depressed,  their  voices  are 
in  a  minor  key,  and  they  are  always  groaning 
about  something  or  other,  and  in  consequence 
they  make  very  little  progress  on  the  Great 
Adventure,  for  Nehemiah  very  truly  said:  "The 
joy  of  the  Lord  is  my  strength." 

Christ  was  the  most  joyous  personality  the 
world  has  ever  known.  How  the  children  loved 
His  smile  as  they  rushed  towards  Him  whenever 
He  came  in  sight.  He  attracted  people  wherever 
He  went,  for  joy  is  a  very  powerful  magnet. 
Even  the  night  before  He  was  crucified  He 
prayed  for  His  disciples,  "That  they  might  have 
My  joy  fulfilled  in  themselves." 

When  we  find  God  in  the  "Silence,"  joy  comes 
to  us,  Sonny.  It  is  not  dependent  on  outside 
things.  Jesus  had  so  little  to  give  Him  happiness, 
and  yet  He  was  full  of  joy;  it  was  like  a  lovely 
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deep  spring  within  Him  that  never  failed.  As 
we  read  the  story  of  His  beautiful  life  we  see 
what  an  emphasis  He  placed  upon  joy. 

I  think  praise  and  joy  go  together,  Paul,  for  if 
we  would  have  joy  we  must  praise,  if  we  praise 
we  shall  be  full  of  joy;  they  are  like  the  wings  of 
the  soul,  and  you  cannot  fly  without  wings  or 
with  only  one. 

Health  is  very  dependent  on  those  two  wings. 
I  wonder  if  Isaiah  was  thinking  of  them  when  he 
wrote:  "They  that  wait  upon  the  Lord  shall 
renew  their  strength,  they  shall  mount  up  with 
wings  as  eagles,  they  shall  run  and  not  be  weary, 
they  shall  walk  and  not  faint"? 

Those  that  wait  upon  the  Lord  in  the  "Silence" 
always  have  the  wings  of  praise  and  joy;  they 
just  cannot  help  having  them,  for  it  is  so  lovely 
to  feel  His  presence  with  them,  and  the  joy  and 
praise  enters  into  their  whole  life. 

We  want  to  get  into  the  habit  of  thanking  God 
for  all  things.  Say  a  little  "thank  you"  in  your 
heart  for  the  happy  things  as  they  come  to  you, 
Sonny,  and  meet  all  things  in  life  with  joy. 

That  is  what  Colin  Graham  did  when  he  lost 
home  and  health  and  business  in  one  day  in  the 
Yokohama  earthquake,  and  was  left  lying  un 
conscious  in  the  street  for  seven  hours  because 
people  thought  he  was  dead.  After  a  long  illness; 
and  still  in  great  pain,  he  wrote  home:  "I  am 
working  back  the  Scout  smile,"  and  his  wings  of 
joy  and  praise  gradually  strengthened,  and  his 
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body  became  strong  and  whole  once  more,  and 
he  proved  his  favourite  text  to  be  true:  "The 
joy  of  the  Lord  is  your  strength." 

And  I  must  tell  you  about  Pam,  who  lived 
near  the  Old  Kent  Road,  quite  close  to  Crossway's 
Mission,  to  which  a  new  minister  had  come.  He 
was  being  shown  round  the  district  by  the 
Mission  Sister,  and  she  said:  "I'll  take  you  to  see 
Pam." 

It  was  quite  a  climb  to  get  to  Pam's  home,  for 
it  was  on  the  sixth  floor  of  a  very  dirty  old  tene 
ment  building.  Pam's  father  and  mother  are 
both  blind,  and  they  were  sitting  one  on  each  side 
of  the  fire  when  their  visitors  arrived.  While  the 
minister  was  chatting  with  them  he  heard  a  queer 
little  noise  come  from  under  the  table,  and  he 
saw  the  cloth  move. 

"What's  that?"  he  asked.    "A  dog?" 

"No,  our  little  girl;   she's  very  shy." 

He  went  down  on  all  fours  and  looked  under 
the  table,  and  said:  "I  have  a  little  girl  at  home 
called  Barbara.  What's  your  name?" 

"Pam." 

"I  play  with  my  little  girl." 

"Play  with  me." 

"I'm  afraid  I  haven't  time.  What  else  would 
you  like  me  to  do  before  I  go?" 

"Sing  Mummie's  favourite  hymn." 

"I  will  if  I  know  it.   What  is  it?" 

"  'Count  your  blessings.' ' 

"All  right,  I'll  try." 
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And  sitting  under  the  table  with  Pam,  the 
minister  sang: 

"Count  your  blessings, 
Name  them  one  by  one, 
And  it  will  surprise  you 
What  the  Lord  hath  done." 

A  strange  introduction  to  Crossway's  Mission, 
he  thought,  and  he  left  that  little  home  with  a 
memory  that  he  would  never  forget.  They  had 
so  few  blessings,  and  yet  they  were  such  a  happy 
family.  Mother's  favourite  hymn  was  "Count 
your  blessings/ '  and  Father  was  always  whistling. 
It  was  a  sight  that  made  your  heart  stand  still  to 
see  him  crossing  the  Old  Kent  Road,  but  he 
seemed  to  have  no  fear  as  he  went  along,  tapping 
with  his  stick  and  whistling  cheerily. 

Last  Christmas  a  wonderful  treat  came  Pam's 
way,  for  the  minister  chose  her  to  go  to  the 
Christmas  party  that  one  of  the  big  London  shops 
gave  for  children  who  would  have  no  Christmas 
joys.  When  we  count  the  blessings  we  have  the 
list  always  grows. 

I  think  Colin  Graham's  favourite  text  would  be 
a  lovely  "Good-night"  verse  for  you,  don't  you, 
Sonny?  "The  joy  of  the  Lord  is  your  strength." 

Your  loving 

MUM. 
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PAUL  DEAR, 

Here  I  am  for  our  last  chat  this  term,  for  next 
Friday  you  will  be  coming  home  for  the  holidays, 
so  let  us  look  back  over  the  way  that  we  have 
come  on  the  Great  Adventure.  I  think  it  will  help 
you  to  remember  clearly  the  various  steps  if  I  set 
them  out  in  order,  with  the  "Good-night"  verses 
following,  like  this: 

THE   START 

One  is  your  Master,  even  Christ. 

I  thank  Thee  for  Thy  wonderful  love. 

THOUGHT 

As  a  man  thinketh  in  his  heart,  so  is  he. 

THE   SILENCE 

Speak  to  Him,  thou,  for  He  heareth, 
And  spirit  with  Spirit  can  meet, 
Closer  is  He  than  breathing, 
Nearer  than  hands  and  feet. 

SIN,  HABITS,  and  OBSTACLES 
Thou  God  seest  me. 

LOVE 

Faith,  hope,  love,  and  the  greatest  of  these 
is  love. 

FAITH 

God  is  my  help  in  every  need. 
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RESIST  NOT  EVIL 

Resist  not  evil. 

Let  not  the  sun  go  down  upon  your  wrath. 

DON'T  WORRY— TRUST 

Our  God  shall  supply  all  our  need. 

PERFECT  LOVE  CASTETH  OUT  FEAR 

I  will  fear  no  evil,  for  Thou  art  with  me. 

HEALTH 

I  am  the  Lord  that  healeth  thee. 

THE  WINGS  OF  JOY  AND  PRAISE 

The  joy  of  the  Lord  is  your  strength. 

I  have  just  read  them  through  slowly,  Paul, 
with  my  watch  in  my  hand,  and  I  found  that  it 
took  me  exactly  one  minute  to  say  them  all,  and 
so,  Sonny,  if,  when  you  get  into  bed,  you  repeat 
them  softly  to  yourself,  it  will  only  take  you  one 
minute.  Don't  let  it  be  an  effort;  lay  quite 
relaxed  as  you  softly  whisper  them,  and  if  you  fall 
asleep  before  you  have  finished  them  that  doesn't 
matter  a  bit. 

It  will  be  a  minute  well  spent,  Sonny,  for  your 
sub-conscious  mind  will  be  receiving  wonderful 
thoughts  to  get  on  with  while  you  are  asleep; 
your  conscious  mind  as  well  as  your  body  will  be 
sleeping,  but  that  ever-awake,  sub-conscious  mind 
of  yours  will  be  extra  busy  when  it  can  work 
undisturbed,  and  so  you  see  it  is  VERY  im 
portant  the  last  thing  to  send  down  some  really 
good  material. 
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Thoughts  that  are  spoken  are  full  of  power, 
for  they  make  a  deeper  impression  on  the  sub 
conscious  mind  than  unspoken  ones,  and  so, 
Paul,  if  you  just  whisper  these  lovely  thoughts  to 
yourself  about  the  steps  that  we  have  climbed  on 
the  Great  Adventure,  when  you  get  into  bed  at 
night,  it  will  make  the  steps  much  easier  to  climb 
another  day.  I  don't  want  you  to  feel  that  you 
MUST  do  this,  Sonny;  it  is  just  a  suggestion 
that  I  advise  you  to  do  as  a  privilege. 

We  have  climbed  eleven  steps  together  on  the 
Great  Adventure,  and  now  I'm  going  to  tell  you 
the  twelfth.  It  is  this:  always  acknowledge  the 
Source  from  which  your  strength  to  climb  comes ; 
never  feel  proud  of  your  efforts,  or  you  will  have 
a  fall. 

It  is  right  that  we  should  be  delighted  with 
our  progress  and  acknowledge  the  fact  that  we 
are  becoming  more  like  Christ  in  our  thoughts, 
if  we  remember  at  the  same  time  that 

"  Every  virtue  we  possess, 
And  every  victory  won, 
And  every  thought  of  holiness, 
Are  His  alone," 

for  without  Christ  we  could  not  even  have  made 
a  start. 

I  was  reading  over  again  the  other  day  a  most 
interesting  account  of  a  shipwreck  off  the  island 
of  Malta.  It  was  many  years  ago,  in  the  days  of 
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sailing  ships,  and  the  inhabitants  of  Malta  were 
then  savages. 

The  captain  had  a  very  anxious  fortnight  before 
his  passengers  and  crew  were  all  safely  on  land. 
The  cargo  was  wheat,  and  had  to  be  thrown 
overboard,  and  most  of  the  passengers  were 
prisoners;  and  if  it  hadn't  been  for  one  of  them 
in  all  probability  everybody  would  have  been 
drowned  in  that  awful  storm,  that  seemed  as  if  it 
never  would  end. 

He  said  that  an  angel  had  come  to  him  in  the 
night  and  told  him  that  they  would  all  be  saved, 
and  from  that  moment  he,  a  prisoner,  seemed  to 
take  command,  and  without  quite  knowing  why, 
captain,  soldiers,  and  crew  were  carrying  out  his 
instructions.  It  seemed  strange,  but  there  it  was ; 
they  just  had  to,  for  there  was  such  power  about 
the  man.  And  he  had  the  knack  of  making  them 
feel  hopeful  and  cheerful  again,  even  persuading 
them  to  eat  a  proper  meal,  which  in  their  anxiety 
they  hadn't  done  all  the  while  the  storm  had  been 
raging. 

The  ship  broke  up  at  last,  but  quite  near  the 
land,  and  every  one  somehow  got  safely  ashore, 
and  again  this  extraordinary  prisoner  took  com 
mand.  The  natives  were  very  friendly,  and  the 
prisoner,  although  he  couldn't  speak  a  word  of 
their  language,  suggested  by  signs  that,  as  they 
were  all  soaked  to  the  skin,  a  fire  would  be  a  good 
idea,  and  he  helped  collect  the  sticks  for  it;  and 
just  after  he  had  thrown  a  bundle  on  to  the  blaze 
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and  was  enjoying  the  warmth,  a  poisonous  snake, 
that  must  have  been  among  the  faggots,  crept  out 
and  fastened  on  his  hand. 

Every  one  gazed  at  him  in  horror,  expecting 
him  to  fall  dead  or  the  hand  to  swell,  but  nothing 
happened,  and  he  was  the  life  and  soul  of  that 
very  damp  picnic. 

There  were  a  few  important  people  on  the 
island.  The  governor  and  his  suite,  and  he 
invited  the  captain  and  his  officers,  and  the  very 
remarkable  prisoner  of  whom  he  had  heard,  to 
be  his  guests,  so  for  three  days  they  lived  in 
luxury.  But  in  one  room  of  that  house  a  poor  old 
man  lay  tossing  wearily  about  in  a  great  fever — 
the  governor's  father. 

Again  the  prisoner  took  command  of  the 
situation,  and  going  into  the  sick  room  he  prayed, 
and  then  touched  the  old  man,  and  there  was 
healing  in  his  hands,  and  the  sick  man  was  made 
well  again. 

That  was  a  very  crowded  three  days  for  the 
prisoner,  for  he  was  just  surrounded  by  sick  folk — 
old  and  young,  men  and  women,  boys  and  girls 
and  little  children — they  flocked  to  him,  and 
beseeching  eyes  looked  into  his.  No  other 
language  was  necessary,  and  from  one  to  the 
other  he  went,  talking  to  his  God  and  laying  his 
hands  on  all  the  sick  folk. 

What  a  send-off  it  was  from  Malta.  The 
captain  had  never  seen  anything  like  it  in  his  life 
before;  they  were  treated  like  princes;  and  the 
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supplies  on  board  were  enough  to  make  your 
mouth  water ;  it  was  fit  for  the  emperor. 

The  difficulty  was  to  get  the  prisoner  on  board, 
for  the  people  of  Malta  wanted  to  keep  him  for 
ever,  and  to  tell  the  truth  the  captain  would  have 
liked  to  let  him  stay,  for  he  and  his  prisoner  were 
firm  friends,  but  it  was  as  much  as  his  life  was 
worth  to  let  him  do  so,  and  the  prisoner  wouldn't 
have  stayed  if  he  could;  he  was  not  out  for  "safety 
first,"  but  always  for  the  will  of  God. 

And  at  last  they  were  all  on  board,  and  on  the 
top  deck  stood  the  prisoner,  and  the  ship  sailed 
away  into  the  setting  sun,  leaving  EVERY  ONE 
on  that  island  perfectly  well. 

And  all  the  prisoner  said  at  the  end  of  that 
wonderful  three  days  was:  "It  was  not  I,  but 
Christ,"  and  if  Harriett  Auber  had  written  her 
beautiful  hymn  by  then,  I  expect  St.  Paul,  for 
he  was  the  prisoner,  would  often  have  been 
heard  humming  the  verse  that  I  told  you  of  a 
few  moments  ago : 

"Every  virtue  we  possess, 
And  every  victory  won, 
And  every  thought  of  holiness, 
Are  His  alone/' 

Add  it  on  to  the  other  verses  in  this  chat, 
Sonny.  It  is  a  lovely  one  to  close  with,  isn't  it? 

And  so  we  come  to  the  end  of  the  twelfth 
step  in  the  "Great  Adventure,"  Paul.  On 
Sunday  afternoons  during  the  holidays  you  will 
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be  able  to  have  some  lovely  talks  with  Dad  when 
you  go  for  your  walk  together,  and  he  will  try 
to  explain  anything  you  don't  understand. 

And  now  I'll  tell  you  something  that  I  think 
you  will  be  glad  to  hear.  Dad  told  me  that  I 
might  tell  you.  He  says  that  there  are  lots  of 
boys  beside  our  laddie  who  would  like  to  start 
on  the  Great  Adventure,  whom  these  chats  would 
help,  and  so  he  is  going  to  have  them  published, 
and  the  booklet  will  be  ready  about  November, 
so  you  can  give  it  to  some  of  your  friends  if  you 
like  for  Christmas  presents.  I  think  Jack  and 
Ronnie  would  like  it,  don't  you?  It  is  to  be 
called  "The  Great  Adventure." 

And  will  I  write  more  chats  to  you  next  term, 
you  ask  me.  Yes,  Sonny,  as  God  guides  me 
upward  on  "The  Great  Adventure"  I  will  try 
to  point  out  the  way  to  you. 

Your  loving 

MUM. 
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